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Occaſional Pok Ms. 
Cnrox's Dream Expounded. 


A familiar Epiſtle, in the manner of Mr. 
Prior, to Miſs W-------4, 


Orgive me Chloe, tender Maid, 

If my rude Strains offend thine Ear, 
If they one Moment's Bliſs invade, 

Or tell what thou diſdain'ſt to hear. 


No Force of Charms has tan'd my Lays, 
Nor ſoft Deſire, nor ſweet Addreſs, 'T 
Nor do I write in CHoe's Praiſe, | 
Tho' every Bard her Worth confeſs. 


A harder Taſk, Oh! dire Event! 
Shou'd Chloe once her Frowns diffuſe, 

My Muſe her Zeal would ſoon repent, 
And what ſhe meant to blame, excuſe. 


Too chide, ſhe comes, fair Chloe too, 
/ Yet don't with Scorn the Muſe deter, 
For glaring Faults ſhe cannot ſhew, 
But Chloe's mortal, and may err. 


Some ſad Miſhap, as yet unknown, 
Some Love-ſick Qualm, or Viſit croſt, 
Some Favourite dead, or Parrot flown, 


Or worſe, perhaps, the Lap-dog loſt. 


For theſe does Chloe heave ber Breaſt, 
And ſpread the Lilly o'er the Roſe; 
Her Cheeks bedew, and break her Reſt? 


Ah, no! for greater Ills than thoſe, 
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One Night, as beauteous Chloe ſlept, 
Had Chloe then not clos'd her Eyes, 
But Love had ſtill his Vigils kept, 


Then I had ſtill thought Chloe wile.) 


The guardian Choir that near the Fair 


Attend her Smiles, her Slumbers bleſs, 


A while forſook their charming Care, 4 


And Darkneſs veil'd the fafe Receſs. 


As now defenceleſs Chloe lay, 


Some ſportive Demon, pleas'd to find, 


The Maid aſleep, her Guards away, 


Approach'd, and thus poſſeſs'd her Mind. 


She thought ſhe ſaw her Strepbon pale, 
For Death had rifl'd all his Store, 
She view'd his Grave, ſhe heard his Knell, 


And Love, and Serenbon, were no more. 


A thouſand Cupids round him ſtood, 
Their Pinions flagg'd, their Bows unty d, 
His Fate they wept, their own deplor d, 


Extinct their Power, for Strenbon dy d. 


Bright So/ appear d, and Chloe woke, 


The Slipper thrice had beat the Ground, 


The early Noiſe her Fears beſpoke, 
And Betiy heard the well known Sound. 


Pert Betty, Kill'd in every Art, 
. to deceive, or to evade; 

Or ſooth the flatter d Fair one's Heart; 
In ſhort, a downright Chambermaid. 


Vet Chlee's Oracle was ſhe, 
Reſolves her Doubts, expounds her Tale; 
Nay, oft in ſecret o'er her Tea, 
Does more than Chloe dares reveal. 


Now Betty all thy Skill unfold, 
On thee poor Chloe's Hope depends; "LES 
Enough ſhe cry'd, the Dream is told, 


And thus, or Betty lyes, 2 Ch 


Your' 
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Your Strephon's Death, is Hymen's Riten, 
Some diſtant Fair ſhall Strepbon wed 


The Grave betokens, happy Nights. | 
In blisful Joys, the Marriage bed. 


The weeping Cupid, aptly ſhew, 
From Cupid's Dictates Strepbon ſtray d. 

To you ſhall Strephon break his Vow, 
And Love ſhall mourn his Truth decay d. 


Avert it Heaven! (pale Chloe ſaid, — 
And down the Tears like Rivers ran,) 

Is Strephon perjur dl Truth betray'd ? 
Then all my flattering Hopes are gone. 


Be till ye Winds, be calm ye Seas, 
Nor boaſt your Strength o'er human Kind ; 
My Sighs, and Tears, worſe Conflicts raiſe, 
Then ſwelling Sea, or bluſtering Wind. 
For this, three Times the other Night 
I heard my Chamber Door unlock ; 
For this, did Pompey's Yells afright ; 
For this, inceſſant crew the Cock. 


* 


For this, the Knives were found acroſs, __ 
For this, the Salt the Table ſpread; * © © - 
And- oh! for this, (unequall'd Loſs!) 
This Inſtant lies my Squirrel dead. _ 
Can Reaſon, Learning, all diſpence 
So fmall a Share in Chloe's Cauſe, 


'That thus the Fair ſubverts her Senſe, 
And thus demeans her Maker's Laws! 


Look up. his radiant Power ſurvey, 
Trace all the Wonders of the Skies ; 

The Eve, the Morn, the Night, the Day, 
So previous to unerring Eyes. | 


Then, next, thy charming Self behold, 
So ſoft, ſo ſweet, ſo heavenly fair, | 
That Love might gaze till Time grew old, 
our And but expiring, praiſe 1 
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When thou theſe Wonders right have ſcann'd, 
Let beauteous Chle's Heart confeſs; - 
If it believes fo great a Hand, | 
Can deign to act abſurd and baſe. 


| Say Chloe, can it dare ſuppoſe, 
That he who thoſe Foundations laid, 
Can meanly thus his Will diſcloſe, 
To a poor canting Chamber-maid. 


Fhe Thought were meer Impiety, 
Fell Superſtition's early Guide 

Thy jarring Paſſion's Enmity, 
Thy every Ill that can betide. 


Then wake thy lull'd, lethargick Mind, 
To Wiſdom's Precepts, Reaſon's Rules; 
For theſe alone wer't thou deſign'd, 
Nor Tool for Knaves, nor Sport for Fools. 


Purſue, dear Girl, the glorious Way, 
And Wiſdom's Glories round thee beam; 
For whilſt in Error's Paths you ſtray, 

'Thy Life's an empty, idle Dream. 


To the Same, on her recommending Co wl E v to me #6 
| read. 


FT*H O' Cowlegy's Numbers ſweetly flow, 
And may, perhaps, my Genius fire ; 
Thou more than Cooley can'it beſtow, 
A brighter Genius to inſpire. | 


On thee, (believe me) whilſt I gaze, 
I need invoke no Muſes Aid, 

My Heart alone can tell my Lays, 
How they ſhou'd ſing the charming Maid. 


Wou'd Heaven in thee my Bliſs compriſe, 
By thee my richeft Thoughts I'd dreſs, 

I'd draw Perſuaſion from thy Eyes, 
And with thy Beauties paint my Verſe. 


g en Pozns. 
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* 1b Same. 


K L L me, Is Regiſters of Fate, 
Why thus my Soul with Chloe moves ; 
Why I abhor whom ſhe muſt hate, 
Or why I love whom Chloe loves. 


Why when ſhe frowns, my every Joy, 
To Jack Oblivion ſinks away; | 

Or why her Smiles my Cares deſtroy, 
And adds new Sun-ſhine to my Day. - 


Were ſhe (brig ht Nymph) ſome Shepherd Youth, 
Then had I thought the little Loves - 
Had bid me quit romantick Truth, 
And only doat whilſt Beauty moves. 


Said Fortune moſt compleats our Bliſs, 
And Love with that flies ſwift away ; 
That cold's the Touch, that faint's the Kits, 
When Wealth and Beauty both decay. 


But this is ſomething more divine, 
For tho* my Chloe's Charms ſhou'd fade, 
Her Beauty ſtill to me wou'd ſhine, 

Still I'd adore the heavenly Maid. 


Tho! Fortune ſhunn'd her every Hour, 
More dear to me wou'd Chloe prove, 

Than if the Gods a golden Shower 
Had ſent to recompence my Love.. 


'Tis Friendſhip, nobleſt of the Mind, \ 
"Tis that, that can this Difference make; 

The Links of that in Heaven are join'd, 
Which Time, or Fortune, ne'er can break. 


* 


Written in Mrs. V.. t's Fair Circaſſian, on her 1 


ing me how F lik'd the Poem. 


Weetly, indeed, he * Saphira's Praiſe, 
But Love and Beauty tun'd alone his Lays ; 
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Ah! cou'd Saphira half thy Virtues boaſt, 
The Poet's Thoughts had been in Wonder loft, 


'To a young Lady, who 1 me the frft Letter he d 


Wrote. 


O on, dear Fair, and in each Line i impart, . 
Joy to the Senſe, and Pleaſure to the Heart; 
Minerva's Wit ſhall every Word indite, 
And her fair Hand ſhall guide your Pen to write ; 
That you, at length, in all her Arts may ſhine, 
And prove thy ſelf, as that bright Nymph, divine, 
Hail! happy Genius of the youthful Fair, | 
That can ſo ſoon attain to what's ſo rare; 
Thus early ſought, you early find the way, 
And may you ue'er from early Wiſdom ſtray, 
But be in Virtue, as in this improv'd, 
Excell'd by none, by all, admir'd and lov'd. 


My Farewel to Newington. 


Arewel ſweet Newington, and all thy Trains 

Of buſy Fools, where Vice and Folly n ; 
A long Adieu to all thy flow'ry Meads, 
Thy purling Dikes, and Hogſty's cooling Shades, 
No more, alas, may I behold theſe Groves, 
Where harmleſs Pigs, in Grunts, repeat their Loves ; 
No more the Screach-owl's pleaſing Notes muſt charm 
My raviſh'd Ears, from tow'ring Top of Barn. ; 
And muſt I leave thee, charming fair Abode, 
Thy lofty Piles, and ſtately Walls of Mud; , 
Where all around, Delight and Pleaſure ſpring, l 
And lovely Toads, in Concert, ſweetly ſing. 
Sure Jove himſelf might own it not amiſs, 
To quit the Skies for ſuch & Place as this; 
My Mind miſgives !—it muſt be Eager fair, 
The Spot which firſt produc'd the happy Pair. 


hed kd # 


Mot ture it is, and Eaden ſhalt thou beer, 0 


For Eves, and Serpents, moſt inhabit thee: 
Thy Fruits are ripe,—thy Ewves are very kind, 
Thy . ſubtile,— and thy Adams Blind; 


= * a * x — — 2 
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Sure ſach a Race; will hopeful Products aka v 
And Eaden like, nm „ 


"The Maiden's mis. | 
W 


ERE I to chuſe the — 5 
That bounteous Heaven cou'd give, 2 1M 
"Twou'd be the higheſt of my. Wiſh, - 
On ſome ſweet Plain to live. 8 
Obſcure from City, Park, or Play, 
Near Grat's where Flowers 5 


I'd hear contented all the Day 
The Thruſh, or Black- bird fing. 


Then, in ſame lonely, ſhady Grove, 
At Eve, the Gods implore; 
' To crown thoſe Joys with him I love, 
And who wou'd wiſh for more? 


Wþ © 5 


Written Extempore, in Seneca's Morals. 


Earleſs, with this, I'll tread the winding Maze 
Of fickle Life, nor Cenſure mind, nor Praiſe ; - 
Let Fortune ſmile, or frown, what e'er betide, 
I cannot err, whilſt Senecas my Guide. 


. 


ps W, ritten Extempore on Shakeſpear 4 Monument. 


= Elieve me Shakgſpear, with Regret, 


I tell, what wou'd amaze one; 
Thou hated'ſt F ools, yet here are ſet _ _—_ 
A Stock of Fools to * o. 3 


Toa 1 ach, going to See. 


F thou wilt go, adventrous Youth, '- 2 
May Virtue be thy Guide, | 

May ſhe, attended ſtill by Truth, 

O'er all thy Ways prefide. 


May gentle Fortune ever ſmile, ' 
And thy Endeavours crown, 


Sure 


hg 
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Till noily Fame thy 88 e 


And raiſe thee to Renomn- CLOS tg 


So may bold Boreas blow no more, 
Zut Zephyr's kindly Gale 

Waft Prayers and Wiſhes from the Shore, 
Whilſt you in Safety ſail. 


To a \Friend, do took it ill 7 neuer qurote in Ber 
allt. 


OU think, FRY Girl, I'm not W 
Becauſe I write in other's Praiſe, 
And whilſt I ſcarce allow you fair, 
With them, too often, ſwell my Lays. 


Believe me, Poets know to fei 
And Truth in Verſe-is ſeldom . . 
Shou'd J in that your Worth proclaim; 


' *Twou'd be no more than empty Sound. 


But when whole Hours fix d I gaze, 
Nor can my Eyes once brook Controul ;. 
 *Tis then I truly ſing your Praiſe, _ 
Since Looks, they ſay, convey the Soul, 


And when with fond Delight I fit, 
To hear you talk, the live long Day,. 

Moſt certain, I approve your Wit, 
Or I ſhou'd never chuſe to ſtay. 


This, Sylvia, is the ſureſt Way 

To ſhew who moſt admires your Charms; 
For Poets mean not what they ſay, 

The hollow Drug ond: forth Alarins, 


Contentment, to a F Td 


F 4 I'S ſmall” Repaſt with her I love; 

By her dear Hand thus neatly dreſs'd, 
To me is more than if great Jove 3 

Had bid me to an heavenly Feaſt. E 
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When er ſhe fills che little Cup, . 
Tho' from the Spring ſhe brings the Treat) 


With eager Joy I drink it up, | 
And Nectar ne'er was half ſo ſweet. 


The Trencher which ſhe laid herſelf, | 
Tho' plain, and homely to behold, 
Is brighter than the Miſer's Pelf, 
When form'd im Plates of ſhining Gold, Hp 


So where we love, the meaneſt Cell, 
Is Peace, is Pleaſure's rich Retreat; 

Whilſt gilded Courts, where Monarchs dwell. 
Are DEE black, with thoſe we hate. 


To a Friend, on hearing ſhe was grown Proud 
Elinda once had every Charm : 
That might a mighty World undo, 
Her Eyes the coldeſt Heart cou'd warms, 
Or make a perjur'd Lover true. 


And tho' the Beauties of her Frame 
Was Nature's Maſter- piece deſign'd, 

Yet theſe were Trifles, cou'd you name 
The double Beauties of her Mind. 


But ſince loud Fame, with ſpreading Ws 
Her little Soul to Pride: betray'd, - 
Belinda is an empty Thing, | 
And all her Beauties are decay U. 


On her late Majeſty's F Rm Proceſſion,  . 


AISE; lovely mourning * Fair, thy drooping. 
"H ead, 

For Royal Carolina is not dead; | 

She's only + hither in Proceſſion brought, | 

To be with nobler Crowns, and Honours fraught. 


* Her Highneſs Princeſs Amelia, who was chief Mourner, . 
f Weſtminſter-Abbey, <wbere * Was ren . Confort of 
Gi cat Britain, : 
"Twas. 
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"Twas here one” Britons made her fits Quad, 
The greateſt Britons Sons had ever ſeen z 


| You wept not then, but ſhew'd a Fate of Joy, 
| Which bid the flaviſh World their Cares deſtroy. 


Then, where's the Difference now, tis thus, behold, 


T's Crown is Glory, that before was Gold. 
The Refleion. 


HEN all alone the other Day, 

My anxious Heart I chid, 
And told the Sighs it wou'd' convey, 
What little Good they did. — 


Alas 1 ſaid I, poor ſenſeleſs Thing, 


\ Theſe Sighs are all in vain ; 


Nor does thy Strephon care one Pin, 
Tho' thou ſhoud'ſ burſt with Pain. 


"Tis true, the Youth once bid thee know 
His Soul could ſhare thy Lot, 
But what of that, twas long 480, 


And Strephon has forgot. 


Strephon can now new Faces ſee, 
And each can yield Delight; 

Strepbon can ſmile, nor think on thee, 
And Strephon ſleeps at Night. 


Then why ſhou'd'ſt thou alone deſpair, 
And ſpend thy Time in vain ; 
Waſte Days and Nights, in fruitleſs Care, 


For ſuch a faithleſs Swain. 


Ah! ceaſe to chide, reply'd my Heart, 


Thou little know'ft of Love; 


Tho' I ſhou'd pine with endleſs Smart, 


And he ungrateful prove. 


Sooner may Age be chang'd to Youth, 
Or Mountains flit in Air ; | 
Then can a Soul poſſeſs'd of Truth, 

* to be ſincere. 
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On Mr. Whiheld, auben his 2 
| the Profe. 


Liars, bright Youth, 10 bleſs once more os 
” Plains,  - 


And with thy Preſence cheer the drooping goming, | 
The angry Fates, you ſee, obſtrut your Way, 


And even Kingdoms, j jarr, to force 2 Stay. 


Then croſs em not, but to thy F 
For well thou know', thy Abſence much hos mourp 
Nor leave us now, in this d Eſtate, 
But ſtay, and with thy Prayers, avert our Fate. 
Twere meerly Folly, France or Spain to fear, 
If you remain our Guardian Angel here ; 
Vintners again ſhall flouriſh, void of Care, 
And Hackney Coachmen reſt ſecure of Fare. 
And thou, O Kennington, above the reſt, * 
So highly honour'd, more than honour d, bleßd: 8 
To thee in Throngs, our Heroes ſhall reſort, 
And own thy 'Gallows fairer than'a Court. 
"Twas here he proffer'd, for the publick Good, 
Freely to loſe his Freedom, or his Blood ; 
Whilſt antient Matrons Eyes with Tears ran o'er, 
And ſome, who long had wept, cou'd 2 
Then ſince our Safety is thy only Aim, 
Say thoul't abide, and Eagland's Peace proclaim: 
Oh! happy Nation ! great muſt be thy Joy, 
When Gin, and Whitfeld, can thy Cares deſtroy. 


Britannia's Promiſe: Or, The Loyal Shepherd. 
Written when the War was renters againſt Spain. 


ALM was the Evening, near the Cloſe of Day, 
Sol on the Streams had caſt his parting Raj; 
The beauteous Flowers reclin'd their ſleepy Heads, 
And Nymphs, and Swains, repos'd on moſſy Beds: 
The wakeful Nightingale flew o'er the Plain, 

To fix her Station for her nightly Strain, 


Now, 


14 Occafional Poz us. 


Now, Midſt the Fountains, in a pleaſant Glade, v 
Where bending Mountains form'd a cooling Shade; H 
Sad Strepbon waited Death's approaching Call, T 
Whilſt thus in Tears, he mourn'd his Country's Fall. A 
Ah, Britain! Britain! cry'd the weeping Swain, T! 
Thy Toils are fruitleſs, fruitleſs is thy Pain; 5 1 

The haughty Spaniard ſcorns ſo weak a oe, * 
Thy very Looks, proclaims thy Overthrow. | 8 

Where's now thy Generals, whoſe victorious Hand Th 

Repell'd thy Foes, and gave'thy Youths Command, A 
Is O- now, or mighty Marlborough here H 
To ſhew Examples, and thy Soldiers cheer? 4 | 

No, coward-like, unable to defend, f 77 
Now muſt thou fight till Deſolation end. | 19 
He could no more, for Sighs had interpos'd, N 
The dreadful Scene his Fears at length diſclos'd *. 

When in a Trice, preſented to his Vie, & p : 
. A lovely Nymph, the Face he thought he knew; il 


Britannia was her Name, Fame in her Hand, 
She wav'd her Scepter thrice, with this Command. 
es ceaſe, I charge thee, ceaſe thy 
_ Grief, 8 3 ; 
The Gods above have vow'd thy Land Relief; 
England once more her Valour ſhall retrieve, - 
And Laws again to mighty Kingdoms give. 
Tho' Marlborough is deceas'd, and O—g's fed, 
Let not with them thy valiant Hopes lie dead : 
Here's Frederick, Wilkam, and a thouſand more, 
Can do again, what has been done before. \ _ 
Great George's Reign, ſucceſsful ſtill ſhall prove, 
 Renown'd for Conqueſts, as tis bleſs'd with Love. 


% 


The benighted Shepherd. A FABLE. 


Shepherd once had loſt his Way, 
And by a Grotto chanc'd to ſtray; 
A Grot he ne'er had ſeen before, | 
"Which rais'd his Wonder, more, and more: 
He view'd the Shades, and Fountains too, 


And ſwore 'twas beautiful, and new: . 
ing "What 


Occaſional PoE ms. 15 
What Trees are here, what lovely Springs! . 
Here's Meat for Gods, and Drink Ar, King's! 
Then down he fits him on the Ground, 3 
Admir'd the Hills, anſl Vallies round; 4 44; IF | 
The Proſpect ſo engag d his Hear. 
He ne er remember d to depart: + - - e 
At length, to make my Story ſhort, 
Came Nig ght, and ſpoil'd the Shepherd's Sport: 
The f:ighted Youth beheld the Gloom, | 
And ſeem'd to bode ſome fatal Doom; | 
He curs'd the Scene.that charm'd his Stay, Ws 
And mourn'd, in Tears, his lang delay. ' 
Ah! ſimple Swain, what have I done, 
I ſhou'd have ſought my peaceful Home: 


Now I, unthinking, filly, Spark, 1 
Muſt grope, and grovel, in the Dark: 55 
Perhaps lie mangled on the Ground, . 


Or in ſome naſty ditch be drown'd:, 


The M ORA 33 

Thus fooliſh Mortals, waſte their Days, | 
On gilded Toys, deluded gaze; | * 3 
Trace o'er each ſinful, vain Delight, 
For now tis Day, twill ne'er be Night; 
Till in ſome dreadful ſudden ſort | 
Comes meagre Death, and ſpoils the Sp 
Tis then they view the diſmal Gl 
Expect their juſt deſerved — F 
Bewail in Tears; their lo&Bftate,! : 
Proclaim their Error; when too late: 1 
And as the ſimple Swain has done, | 
Wiſh they had ſought their panel Home. - 


Lock befare you Leap. A Fan of 


8 by the Sea a ſhepherd ay d, HL S008 
Who long had lov'd a faithleſs Maid ; 

And now grown weary of his Life, | 

Concludes to in, and end the Strife. 

High on a Rock, he-mounts with Speed, 

A Rock, well plac'd for ſuch a Deed ps 


From | 


—— 
e 
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From whence, prepar'd himſelf to throw 


Io feaſt the gaping Fiſh below, 


He poſts hin ear the very Brink, 


Can face grim Death, and never ſhrink : 45 


Ah! farewel Chloe, cry'd the Swain, 
I'll figh no more for thy Diſdain, 

Yet when I'm gone, you'll weep too late, 
A wretched Shepherd's loſt Eſtate. 

Then on his bended knees he falls, 

And next, to Heaven fot mercy calls: 


3 2 — nn more to 0 


He haſtes his to purſue 
But ere he takes — j Y 
Reſolves to lopk, before he'll leap, 
Then down he cafts his mournful ces, 
Beholds the Gulph with vaſt Surprize : 
'The dreadful Sight ſpon eas'd his Pain, 
And down the Rock he crawls again, 
No, Chloe, no, tſhall ne'er be ſaid, 


That in that Gulph lies Srrepbhus dead: 


Thy perjur'd Sex ſhall never boaſt, 

So true a Swain, ſo idly loſt; | 

T'll home, and feed my Father's Cows, - 
Secure my Flocks, and mind my I e 
And if in Love, again I fall, 


Another Time ſhall finiſh all. i EAR ES | 


The MO RAL. | 
Thus oft' on ſome great Purpoſe bent, 


Wie ſteer our Courſe, with Mind intent: 


Nor think we on the Gulph below, 


In which our laſting Peace we throw, __ + 


Now, if, as did the wary Swain, 
We'd ſtop to view the boundleſs Main; 
What mighty IIls, might we eſcape 
By looking thus before we Jeap. 7 


The Meralining Rook. A F ABLE. . 


Youth ſat fiſhing by a Brock, 
A Nigh, on a Tree, an ancient Rock 


% 
a * 
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Be 


Who 


Who 
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Who long had harbour'd there ſecure, "OY 
And now, of Life, and Lodging ſure. | 
As grave as Owl, as Woodcock wile, 3 
Down on the Shepherd fix'd her Eyes, * ti 
And thus began to moralize. 8 

Ah! Swain, ſaid ſhe, thy Looks are fair, 


Vet thy Intent is to enſnare: 


How calm's thy Brow, how ſweet thy Smile; 
Yet Death's thy Purpoſe all the while. 
Falſe Man, for all things ill defign'd, 

So you go on, thro? every Kind; . 
No Trap ſo vile, but thou can'ſt ſet ; 
And all is Fiſh, that comes to Net; 
How bleſs'd am I, thus ſafe to be 

From thy deceitful Hook, and thee. 

She ſcarce had ſaid, when the young Swain 
Pull'd forth his Line, to fling again; 
When in its Way, the dangerous Hook, 
Lit on the Tree, and catch'd the Rook: 
And dying now, ſhe finds too late, 

The thoughtleſs Exror prov'd her Fate. 
Ah ! Fool, cry'd ſhe, why ſtaid I here, 
When I beheld a Foe ſo near; 
To ſome lone Shade, ſhou'd I have fled, 
Where wicked Shepherds never tread. 
All Birds, henceforth be warn'd by me, 
And fly whene'er a Man you ſee ; 

Nor whilſt you muſe on others Woes, 
Believe yourſelves ſecure from'Foes ; 
Leaſt you like me, your Error find, 
And fill the Snare for them deſign'd. 


The MORAL, 
So, when ſome cringing Foe is nigh, 
Swift, as is Lightning, ſhou'd we fly ; 
For moſt he charms, who moſt beguiles, 
And Death lies often hid in Smiles. 
B The 


F | | 
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The Dream. A FaBLe. 


N antient Times, as Sages tell, 
I Sylvia, and Collin, both did dwell 
ogether in a ſhady Grove, 
A fit Retreat for Peace and Love, 
Their Dwelling ſuited their Intent, 
Which ne'er was for Ambition bent; 
And all young Collin wiſh'd in Life, 
Was juſt to live, agd pleaſe his Wife. 
The lovely She, as Venus fair, 
Indulg'd her Swain, with Soul ſincere ; 
Nor was ſhe taught (as others do,) 
Unlawful Pleaſures to purſue. 

Nor envy d ſhe a higher State, 
For to be good, to her was great: 
A fertile Spot, was their Support, 
To which the Swain did oft” reſort ; 
To watch his Fruits, and plant his Flow'rs, 
And, in Induſtry, waſte his Hours. 
One fatal Day, amongſt the reſt, 

For ever fix'd in Collin's Breaſt ; 

As to avoid the ſultry Heat, 
Within a Shade he ehoſe a Seat ; 
And on his Hand his Head reclin'd, 
An idle Dream poſſeſs'd his Mind: 
He thought he ſaw his Sy/via dreſs d, 
In Robes of Silk, and of the beſt, 
A Train of Courtiers by her Side, 
And thus a grave Diviner cry'd ; 
Riſe, Collin, riſe, to Court repair, 

Thou ſhalt be made a Monarch there. 
Thy Sylvia too, a Queen ſhall be, 
And Sylvia ſure is dear to thee: 
Ay, that, quoth Coll. you need not e 
Then rubs his Eyes, and ſtares about. 
Methinks, ſays he, this Dream is ſtrange; 
I'm ſure, I wou'dn't wiſh to change 
My happy State, a King to be, 
And yet my Sylvia's dear to me. 
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So faid the Sage, it muſt be ſo, 5 | 4 
And ſince it muſt, to Court I' go; | 
For ſure for lovely Silvia's Sake, 
A greater Taſk I'd undertake.” 
Then up he ſtarts, : and ſwift as Wind, 
He poſts, and leaves his Spouſe behind; 
But found at length, the great Event, 
Was to return juſt as he went: 
His little Spot unguarded lay, 
His Fruits, and Flow'rs, were ſtoll'n away: 
And fretting. now, his Hands he wrings . 


1 


Aſſures em, Dreams are idle Things, 
Which may make Slaves, but never Kings. 


The MOR AL. 6 


So, tempted by ſome dreaming Scheme, 
Or Words as idle as a Dream ; b 
We quit our Peace, and oft' repair, 
To ſeek for Caſtles - in the Air. 
Till thus deceiv'd, at length we find, | 
That Dreams, are Dreams, and Words are Wind. 


The Roſe and Poppy, A FABLE. 


Lovely Roſe, of beauteous Hue, 
Once in a ſpacious Garden grew 
A Poppy near, which oft' had ſeen 

The ſtately Flower's haughty Mein; 
With Envy fir'd, repuls'd her Pride, 

And thus, in ſcornful Tauntings cry'd; - 
Vain, filly Roſe, you little know, 

Your Beauty works your Overthrow: | 
For when your curious Maſter's dreſs'd, | 
He'll pluck thee, to adorn his Breaſt ; 5 
Where, ere the San is ſet, you'll fade, : 
And all your Beauties be decay'd. 

Then, from his Breaſt, the careleſs Swain, - = 
Will fling his Roſe, with cold Diſdain ; | = 
There trodden under Foot you'll lie,, — 
Your Charms forgot, — die. 
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So on thy Beauty ne er depend, 

Since with the Day, its Date may end; 
Whilſt I, who ne'er cou'd boaſt a Charm, 
May reft ſecure from future Harm : 


By none admir'd, by none I'm ſought ; 


But you by all, by all are caught. 
The M 7 R AL. 
Thus, fimple Women, whillt admir'd, 


By Praiſe made vain, Ambition fir d; 
Thinks Fortune's Stores, for them deſign'd ; 


But ne'*er confiders, Fortune's blind: 


Till, like a Flower, their Bloom decay d, 
They on ſome Traytor's Boſom fade: 
Then, thrown from thence, to ruin run, 
And She moſt fair, is moſt undone. 


On REASON. 


* faithful Guida to "AY 
How few are rul'd by thee: 6 \ 
How ſoon might every Diſcord c 
Wer't thou alone to be 


The happy Monarch, whoſe Command, 
Might all our Actions ſway, 

Whoſe gentle Check, whoſe tender Hand, 
The Rougheſt might obey. 


No dire Oppreſſion, from afar, 
Wou'd wreck the Subjects Breaſt; 
No courtly Broik, or needleſs War, 


Wou'd break the Soldier's Reſt. 


Religion's pure, unſpotted Law, 
(The ſordid Prelates Tool; 

To keep the Rebel Crew in awes 
And cloak the bags F =o 
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- Wou'd then, in brighteſt, Colours ſhine, 
Reliev'd from black Deceit ; 

The harden'd Atheiſt, turn Divine, 
And Prieſts forget to cheat; ; 


No more the Wretched's Cry in vain ' 
Wou'd reach the Miſer's Door; 


No more the Great wou'd Laws maintain 


To rob ch unhappy Poor; 


No more wou'd Innocence betray d, 
Of Injuries com 


No more won d figh the conſtant Maid, 
For the ungrateful Swain; 


No more wou'd Cruelty be chought 
A Sacrifice Divine ; ; 

No more wou'd impious Men be brought 
To kneel at Satan's Shrine ; 


No more wou'd the avaritious Knave, 
Betray his Friend for Gold ; 


For thou coud'ſt tell bim, in the Grave, 


There's nothing bought, or ſold. 


And tho' that long Hl-gotten Gold 
May feaſt his Sight to Day, 

May not To-morrow's Sun behold, 
Himſelf to Worms a Prey ? 


What's then, miſtaken Man ! this Wealth, 
Of which thou mak ſt thy Boaſt; 

Will that from Death procure thee Health, 
Or fave the Soul it loſt, 


Ah! no, that Judge, ſeyere, yet juſt; 
Nor Words, nor Bribe, can charm, 

Thy blameleſs Life, thy Virtues muſt 
Alone his Rage diſarm. 


Wou'd'ſt thou ſuch endleſs Riches gain, 
As never can decay 

Ambition's powerful Charm diſdain, 
That ſhort-liv'd Winter's Day. 
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Or triumph o'er the Slave: 


4A of (hea " 


And to be great, be good and wile, , 
Be mercifal, and brave ; 
Do not the Widows Tears deſpiſe, 


For tho' thou mighty art this Hour ; 
A Time at length may be, 

When thoſe thou ſcorn'ſt, will mock. thy Fower, 
And be more fam'd than thee. 


Ah! think on this, ant! be no more, 
The horrid Thing thou art; 

But all thy Guardian's Aid implore - 
To fortify thy Heart. 


Then, be a Knight in Virtue's Cauſe, 
And faithful to thy Truſt ; 

Wou'd'ſt thou conſult but Reaſon's Laws, 
They'd teach thee to be juſt. 1 


For where ſo e'er ſhe doth reſide, 


Immortal Crowns are given; 
May ſhe be ever C ---- t's Guide, 4 
And point her Way to Heaven. 


| The Duiver ; Or, Cupid'; Prophecy. A Tart. 
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EAR to a Place of antient Fame; 
l think, St. Catharine's is its Name: 
There ſtands a Hill, on that a Court; 
Where Loves, and Graces, oft' reſort- 
To paſs a tedious Hour away, 

And midſt the Female Beauties ſtray ; 
For you muſt know. in Times of old, 
This Court was fam'd for beauteous Mold : 
O! may it ſtill, in Times to come, 
Produce the beſt, in Chriſſendom: 

Here, little Cupid (wanton Boy) 

Loſt on a Day, his darling Toy, 

A Golden Quiver, full of Darts; 

He'd lately drawn from bleeding TO 
Full well he knew, the ſubtle Sex 
Created only to perplex'; 7 


CL 
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Wou'd ne'er again the Prize return, 
But joy to ſee poor Cupid mourn : 
Unleſs, by Stratagem he ſpy d i 
The Cheat too plain to he deny d. ET | c 
Juſt at the Entrance of the Gate, ** | 
There ſtands a little cloſe Retreat; 
Obſcure from any vulgar Eye, \ 
Yet Cupid mark'd it, paſſing b); 
Hither, the Fair-one's often came 
To talk of Churchmen, Love, or Fame; 
3 And tell Miſs Betty, what at Night, 
| In Dreams had yielded moſt Delight; 
The cunning Urchin, juſtly thought, | 
The Quiver might be thither brought ;. f 
For Goſſips love, you know, to tell, 
When ought that's new, have them befel. 
Pleas'd with the Scheme, he enter'd in, 
Reſolv'd to watch the Girls unſeen ;_ 
And Gods unſeen do often go, 
To Ladies Chambers, to and fro; 
Perch'd on the Knob of Betty's Chair, 
(The only Place for one to hear) 
Faſt ſat the God, nor budg'd, nor ſpoke, . 
When ſerious Sall, firſt Silence broke; 
Bleſs us! ſaid ſhe, tis ſomewhat ſtrange, / 
"Tis almoſt Six, and yet no Change, | 
Scarce had ſhe ſaid, when in came three, 
As odd old Maids, as you ſhall ſee ; | 
Siſters by Birth, and Calling too, 
Three hopeful Weeds, as ever grew: 
Witneſs, the many Nights, and Days, 
They ſpend in ſounding Fhitfield's Praiſe, 
B t H. t ſprightly, young, and gay, . 1 
Blyth as a Bird in flowery May, | S 
Next paſſing by, ſteps in to ſee | | | 
Who plays at Cards, or who drinks Tea; 
With ſmiling Face, and Looks ſerene, 
he Emblems of her Soul within; 
ooks, never form'd to hide a Cheat, 
free from Care, as from Deceit 3 


/ 
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Cloſe 


Wau! 
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Cloſe after her, with nimble Pace, 
Deceitful Smile, and ſallow Face, 

Prim B---4 comes, to none ſincere ; 

A pert, conceited, thoughtleſs Fair; 

Her chief Profeſſion, is, you know, 
Wiſdom, and Learning, to beftow :: 


Of both ſo liberal, filly Eif, e 


She ne'er keeps any for herſelf. 

M--.1] B-----þ too, à married ſhe, 
Fail'd not to head the Company ; 

A Goflip true, as e er cou'd cant, 

An Hypocrite, as e er look*d Saint; 
Fer early Thoughts ſhe fix d on Men, 
Yet trifles till, like Girls of Ten; 
With ſome, not worthy to rehearſe, 


Whoſe very Names, wou'd ſpoil my Verſe: 


Seated they were, and fix'd in Chat, 

Of idle Stories, this, and that; 

. Scandals were undeſerv'dly rais'd, 

Many were cenfur'd, few were prais'd. 

By one, a Secret long conceal'd, 

To Bet in Whiſpers, is reveal'd, 
Another prates of Mode, and Dreſs, 


And each, her way, her Thoughts confeſs ; | 


Bat not one Word about the Quiver, 
Did any Mortal once deliver. 

Diſcourſe at length was almoſt ended, 
And anxious Cupid's Hopes ſuſpended ; 
When deck'd in Beauty's Pomp, appear'd 
The brighteſt Nymph that cer eridear'd ; 
So ſweet her Face, ſo ſoft her Air; 

She's faireſt deem'd, where all are fair ; 
The trembling Boy beholds her come, 
And fears to meet a fatal Doom ; 
Thinking at firſt, t had been his Mother, 


For ſcarce you'd know the one from tother : 


But when approach'd to nearer View, 
His dear Maria, well he knew ; 


* This Perſon was a School Miſtreſs: 
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And ſaw his Quiver on her Breaſt, | 
A Place, where only Gods ſhou'd reſt. 

Perplex'd, that ſhe, whom moſt he lov'd, 

His direſt Enemy had prov'd; 

He dropt his Bow, and with a Sigh, _ 

Cry'd tell me Charmer, tell me why, 

Thy faithful Slave ſo long I've been, 

So oft' avow'd thee Beauty's Queen, 

Yet thus rewarded, am at laſt, 

For all my tender Service paſt $ 

Was it for this, the other Day, | 
When by your Side, I wing'd my Wayz * 
I made the Beaux in Crowds admire, 

And on the * Wharf, ſet all on Fire. 
Ingrateful Girl, relieve my Pain, 

Return that Quiver back againg zn 
Which on thy ſnowy Boſom lies, 2 
And Tears have drawn from Cupid's Eyes, 

The Nymph ſurpriz'd, thus bluſhing ſaid, 
Prithee excuſe a harmleſs Maid ; 

Upon my Word, I knew it not, g\ | 
Nor how your Quiver thither got: bn 0 
Except, when playing with my Hair, | 
To ſtring your Bow, you dropt it there; 

I boaſt no Pride in wounding Hearts, 

Or ever wiſh'd for Cupid's Darts. 

Be Peace, and Wiſdom, -only ne, | 

Your Quiver freely I reſign : 

He bow'd, and clapp'd his Wings for wha | 
O! happy Cupid, — Boy ! 

O! doubly happy, be the Fair, 

That thus have eas'd thy anxious Care; 

Then hovering o'er her lovely Head, 

He, ere he flew, prophetick ſaid ; 

Since Peace, and Wiſdom's thy Requeſt, - 

Of all Deſires, ſure the beſt ! 

That thou ſhalt ſeek, nor ſeek in vain, 

For thou ſhalt every With obtain: 


— 


* Tower Wharf, a Place where As young Tnbabitants of that 
eigbbeur bood generally take their, 8 s Walk, 
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Virtue, Sincerity, and Truth, 


Shall be thy Guides, and learn thy Youth, 
For theſe, are Wiſdom's darling Friends, 
And won't deceive for private Ends: 

But teach thy Soul ſuch lively Joy, 

As Death, or Fate, can ne'er deſtroy. 

So, when old Time thy Form ſhall fade, 
And outward Beauties be decay'd ; 

Even Foes, (if Foes you have) ſhall fay, 


That Nymph has Charms, which can't decay: 


He ftopp'd, then careleſs took his Flight, 
In Yenus's Arms to ſpend the Night; 

And left the frighted Crew to gaze, 
Struck dumb by Wonder, in a Maze; 


Till each with Envy, droop'd her Head, 


Bad Bet good Night, and ſneak'd to Bed. 
To Cos. 55 


A* thro' the fond aaditivg Croud, 
Gay Cle trip'd along; 
And 8 like, air Smiles beſtow'd, 
To ſooth the wiſhing Throng. 


Stay Cloe, ſtay, -- Cried out the on. 
That always tends the Fair; 

If &er thy Heart ſhou'd ceaſe to rove, 

I prithee, fix it there. 


M lidſt that bright Croud, there ſtands a Youth, 


Well known to Love and Fame: ; 
In whoſe great Soul, thy ſelf and Truth, 
Co-equal Partners reign. 


No ſenſual Hope, or vain Deſire © 
Of being talk'd thy Slave ; 


No ſhort-liv'd Flame, which ſoon expire, 
As ſated Bliſs deprave. 


When Art, and Beauty, U no more, 
And even I've reſign'd; 

That Senſe that prais'd the Face before, 
n ſtill adore che Mind. 
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Ha “- ſay ſt thou --Cuptd1--tell me who? 
In Rapture anſwer'd She; | 
Strephon approach'd,--the Box, withdrew, 
And ſoftly cried - tis he. 2 


To a Young Lady who defir”d me to ævrite ſome Lines en 


the "ROO ſhe Jonng's in a lonely Rural Retirement. | | 


_—_ your Requeſt, my favourite Fair, 
My feeble Muſe. inſpire ; | 
Attend,--forgive,--or if ſhe dare 

A nobler Fate deſire z: 


Weigh light her Faults,--and ſmiling ſay, 
The Piece was well deſign'd ;- . 

And tho” you can't approve the. Lay,.. 

At leaſt - accept the Hand. 


Oh! cou'd my Senſe ſuch 8 ſean, , * 
As Wiſdom's Force cou'd 1 | 

In ſpight of Art's unfiniſh' aw > 
My matchleſs Theme ſhou'd live. 14 40 


My Verſe ſhou'd with my Wiſhes ſoar, 

To thee new Temples raiſe ; IS 
Till Senſe and Art cou'd charm no more, # 
And Time grew Deaf with Praiſe. . . 


But we, to humbler Views confin'd, 

No lofty Summits boaſt; Wh 

No healing Dews,--no ſoothing Wind, 100 Hora cold 
To cheer our barren Coaſt, . en 
The ſhallow Stream that ſwells my Make, 

Receives no friendly Shower 3 8 


The ſplendid Train their Gems refuſe, 
To dreſs her empty Bower. 


No Strength her poor Foundations fix, 
No Day her Night ſucceeds ; 

And balmy Sweets diſdain to mix 
Amidſ her taſtleſs Weeds. 
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Then, ſay--can we thy Praiſes ſing ? | T 
And, yet, we boldly dare, | D 
Jo greet thee Empreſs of the Spring, : Sc 
More ſweet, and twice as fair, FP H 


Oh! ever happy ! ever gay! 

May all thy Moments prove ? 

May all thy Years be flow'ry May, 

Adorn'd with blooming Love. ? 


May thorny Brakes of fading Care, 
Be rooted from thy Plains ; | 

And may thy Shepherds be ſincere, 
As is thy Poet's Strains. 


Shou'd gilded Pomp thy Peace . 
Or noiſy Shew intrude; _. 

May ſtill thy Thoughts be humble Shade, 
And heavenly Solitude. 


May Joy, and Truth, inſpir'd by thoſe, | 
'Thy Soul's Companions be3 

Or, if a Third ſhou'd interpoſe, 

Ah ! let it--Love--be me. 


On ſeeing a Leaf blown to and fro by the Wind, wwhigh 
at length reſted on the Author's Boſom, ' 


O,—buſy Emblem of the Fair, 

To Delia's Breaſt thy Flight pes; os 
Go,—tell her you reſemble her, 80 
As light, — as worthleſs, —and untrue. 


Tell her, —like thee, with ev'ry Blaſt, tet H 


Her gee-gaw Friendſhips come and go; | I 
Too {ſmall to ſtrike, too weak to laſt, 0 I 


A giddy,—airy, —empty Show. 


Go,—tell her this, —and bid her ſee, 
How pale thou look'ſt ſince yeſterday ; 
Falſe Delia's Bloom ſhall change like oe” 
As unlamented, — fade away. 


4 
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Thus, — with a Breath I thee remove, . 
Thou little Ape of ſenſeleſs Youth z  ' + =» .. © 
So blown to Air be Delia's Love. 

Her brittle Vows, —and faded Truth. 


Os: Delia and Silvia. 


Hen e' er I view bright Delia Form, 
In Wonder loſt, I trembling gaze; 
Her Cheeks ſurpaſs the bluſhing Morn, 
Her Eyes the Sun's inferior Rays. | 


As faithful Souls to Altars. go. 

With ſacred Awe,--I ſlowly move; 

Like them, --inceſſant Praiſe beſtow, 

Like them,--adore that Heav'n of Love! 


But when I'm abſent from the Fair, 
The weak Idea ſwiftly flies, 

And leaves my Breaſt as free as Air; 
The Poiſon only catch'd the Eyes. 


But when by Si/via's Side I fit, | 
Soft Rapture gl@ws in ev YT Vein; 

by Like Light'ning darts her keener Wit, 

8 And bids my Soul her Worth proclaim. 


Tho' Silvia every Charm cou'd boaſt, 
By Venus form'd, for Love deſign'd ; 
The Beauties all to me were loſt, 

In greater Beauties,--Si/via's Mind. 


So, tho' I'm abſent from the Fair, 
Her wond'rous Worth can ne'er depart ;: 
My lovely Siluia's always near, 

I wear her Virtues in my Heart, 
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' Proclaim'd the wretched Youth's undone ;z . 
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Of Flawia's Eyes, the Balm implore. 
Ah, cruel Fair! reverfe the Doom, 
Nor Foe to Love, or ſoft Deſire; 


Forbear, bright Nymph, -- both Stats diſplay, 
Nor let the Sun his Luſtre looſe; 


1 
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7 Lady, who having a Cold in her He, vore a Piece 


A 


of Silk over it. 
S by his fav'rite Flavia's Side, : 
Enamour'd Czpid ſmiling ſtood, 
Survey'd the Nymph in all her Pride, 


And view d the fond admiring Crowd. 4 
* i 
Each Glance ſhe gave,--each heaving Breaſt [ 


Nay,--ev'n Beaux,--the Force confeſt, 
And vainly ſtrove their Fate to ſhun. 


Now,--cried the Boy,--too late I've found, 
Why Beauty's Queen neglected lies; 

Why Capid's Darts have fail'd to wound, 
Tho' Swains in Number, hourly dies, 


To me--no more their Vows they pay,. 
No more my empty Shrine adore ; 
To Flavia's Eyes their Wounds they lay, 
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Nor let Love's God deſire in vain ; 
He dealt thee Power; thus to aſſume 
Imperial Sway, uſurps his Reign. 


Good natur'd Flavia, -- free as Air, 


Aſſur'd the God, ſhe'd frankly ſhare, 
And draw a Veil o'er half the Fire. 


While they decline, refulgent Day, 
But half his Lights o'er Heaven diffuſe. 


Since what they wound thy Charms can heal, 


The Pains may gladly be endur'd; 
And, who wou'd not worſe Tortures feel, 
To be fo ſweetly, ſweetly cur'd. 8 


Cupid's 


d 


Occaſional Pox xs. 
Copid' Nan. 4 Tale- 


PID play'd Truant on a Day, 
And to fair London wing'd his Way, 
Where, like a Thief, about the Town, 
He ſkulk'd in Corners up and down,, 
In Fear, leaſt ſome malicious Fair 


Should know the God of Love was there: 


And to revenge the Loſs of Hearts, 
Secure himſelf, or elſe his Darts; 

A Whim at length came in his Head, 
As Cupid oft” has Whims, tis ſaid ; 

A cringing Courtier he appears, 

And ſtrait to- Court the Ideot ſteers ; 

But, tho' diſguis'd,.they knew his Face, 
And Love at Court cou'd get no Place.. 
Diſmay'd at this, away he flies, 

An antient Structure he eſpies; 
W:/imin}ter-Hall it chanc'd to be: 
Where honeſt Lawyers take a Fee; 

A Council here he ſtiles himſelf, 

In hopes to paum the Client's Pelf; 

But douce a ſingle Souce got he, 

For Love and Law cou'd ne'er agree; 
A Doctor next, he boaſts his Arts, 

The only Cure for wounded Hearts; 
But not a Patient cou'd be found, 

The People's Hearts were ſafe and ſound. 
At length to Drury goes the Lad, 
And who'd go there, that wasn't mad? 
Where Vice in every Place abound, 
Where Friend to Love was never found; 
Where foul Deſire, and Hope of Gain, 
Is all the Honour they maintain: 
However, tho' he this foreſaw, 
Neceſſity has now no Law; 

To pretty Sally he applies, 

He view'd good Nature in her Eyes; 
Her Page, or Lackey, fain he'd be, 

To fetch her Spark,--or make her Tea: 


C 4 
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Oh! may fair Venus never know, | Sw 
Her wretched Son-has oo ſo low; © | W. 
From her bright Palace, - froward Imp! 


To Drury- lane to be a Pimp. 
But here his Schemes were laid aſide, 
For Sally ne er cou'd Love abide: 

She ken d the Gods; - ſly cunning Jade, 
And fear'd his Stay ſhou'd ſpoil her Trade. 
Since here no Succour 8 be found, 5 
He ſtroll'd the Countries round and round; 
At length he ſpy'd an humble Cell, 
Perchance, ſaid he, Love here may dwell ; : 
Then at the Portret rap'd aloud, 
And as he enter'd bluſh'd, and bow'd ; 

For none he e' er had ſeen before, 

Compar'd with her who op'd the Door; 
'Tho' plain her Drefs, her Looks were ſweet, 
So Innocence and Virtue meet. | 
Hail, heav'nly Dwelling! Cupid cried, 
Where ſuch unbounded Bliſs abide ; 
Then, on his Knees--Bright Maid, faid he, 
Behold, the God of Love you ſee ; 
Nor can Diſguiſe, or Fear of Harms, 
Conceal me from thy matchleſs Charms. 
And art thou Cupid, ſaid the Maid, 
Who has ſo many Hearts betray d? 
Wound not ſo poor a Breaſt as mine, 
As yet no Vot'ry to thy Shrine; 
Ah! fear thee not, -- here let me ſtay, 
I'll throw my pois'nous Darts away; 
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I'll burn my Quiver,- break my Bow, | 
For Love can ne'er be Virtue's Foe. Ill 
'The Nymph conſented,--in he went, | Cor 
And to this Moment finds Content; To 
When e'er his Mother looks awry, | Wi 
To this fair Cottage doth he fly; 1 Or 
Hid in the Down of Nancy's Breaſt, | | At] 
Of more, and greater Joys poſſeſt, ITE Pl 
Than were he in the gilded Train, | No 
Or Monarch o'er the World to reign ;. noe SPY. Gra 

| 12 l Sweat And 


| Occaſional Po x ws. 
Sweet Nancy's Eyes are now his Darts, 


With them alone he conquers Hearts, * 


The W 10 . 


Nor fill'd with Jealouſy, nor Love; 
Nor care I what attends the Great, 
Qr do I wiſh for Pomp, or State. 
And Wealth to me's an idle Toy, 
What every Blockhead may enjoy. 
All I defire's an humble Cell, 
Where Peace and Truth, unenvy'd dwell ; * 
Retir'd from Crowds of buſy Fools, 
That break my Reſt, or ſpoil my Rules, 
And like their ancient Sire, the Devil, 
Are till projecting ſome new Evil. 
With this ſame Cottage, bounteous Heav'n! 
Let ſome ſmall Competence be given, 
Juſt to ſubſiſt, - and nothing more, 
But as they ſay,--Kzep Wolf from Door. 
And if the Sum of all you'd ſend, 


Some kind Companion, faithful Friend, - | , 


With whom alone to ſpend my Days, 
To whom alone to tune my Lays ; 
Then if a Grief enſlav'd my Mind, 
The careful Friend a Cure ſhou'd find ;, 
Or if a Joy o'erflow'd my Breaſt, , 
Partook by both, *twau'd be increas'd. 
But fince ſo hard it is to find, | 

A Spark of Truth in human kind, 

I'll hope not that,--but gladly be 
Content with ſweet Philoſophy ; 

To that I'll ſing, to that Ill talk, | 
With that I'Il ſleep, with that I 11 walk ; 
Or if in Doubts I wander o'er 

A thouſand Paths untrod before, 

I'll aſk of Seneca my Way, 

Nor, if he guides me, fear to ſtray. 
Grant me but this, ye Powers divine, 
And all that you can give, were mine. 


n—_ 


WW diſturb'd,--perplex'd L rore; 
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os being def ud 19 dferib the- bappy State of twe- 
"8 OVERS > 


M INERV4, gentle Goddefs, aid my Pen, 
1 Inſpire my Thoughts with Energy divine, 
80 like thy own, that in each Line may flow, 
Beauty, and Wit, ſoft Eloquence, and Love; 
For ſure ſuch Merit as I wou'd deſcribe, 
Cou'd ne'er be known to any Fair but the. 
If Verſe, that pleaſing Sound, yields moſt Delight, 
O, teach me, how in Verſe to charm the Soul, 
Till that dear Pair, of whom I'd ever fing, 
Liſtens,--approves,--and ſmiling, ſeems to ſay 
J hav'n't done em Wrong. WES he 
Methinks,. I hear the Goddeſs thus reply, 
Incens'd reply,--Vain, filly Girl, forbear : 
Nor thus preſumptuouſly thy Hand prepare 
To write their Praiſe. 85 
As ſome bad Painter, whoſe unſkilful Art, 
Nor can attract the Eyes, or glad the Heart; 
Tho' once that Beauty which he meant to draw, | 
Perhaps had kept the Reman World in Awe ; - . 
Now form'd by him,--theſe fallow Cheeks, that Eye, 
Is undiſtinguiſh'd, paſt regardleſs by : 
So wou'd thy feeble Muſe their Worth rehearſe, 
And by thy Want of Skill, make merit leſs, 
Cou'dſt thou deſcribe the blisful State above, 
The Angel's Meekneſs,--and the Maker's Love: 
The Sun's bright Truth,---the conftant Streams that 
flow., | 
From rocky Summits to the Vales below; 
The tender Friendſhips of thoſe Guardian guides, 
Who o'er the Ways of pious Men preſides ; 
The ſweeteſt Peace that virtuous Minds poſſeſs, 
Nor ſhock'd by Time, --nor made by Envy leſs :: 
Cou'dſt thou do this, as ſure no Mortal can, 
Then might you ſhew this Nymph, and happy Man. 
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4 On a Country Lach. 5 f . 
\ Blcure from City Toils, and courtly Pride, A 


+4 


Near Sylvan Scenes, where bubl'ng Waters glide, 


Where ſmall Birds ſing, and tender Lambkins play, 
Where Innocence and ure paſſes Time away = 
There, free from Cares, fave only love · ſick Smart, 
Reigns charming Mo/ly, Queen of every Heart; 

The fair One ne er in ſhining Courts have been, 

Nor the polite enſnaring World has ſeen, 

Vet ſhe has Virtue, Wit, and Beauty ſtore, 

And what can Courts, or Cities boaſt of more. 


On the Death of a young Lay. 


Cruel Death! How fatal was thy Dart, 

To plunge ſo deep in ſuch a tender Heart; 
Sure Cloe's Beauty might have charm'd thy Breaſt, 
To've let her live to make her Lovers bleſt ; 
Or did it charm indeed, and thou haſt meant, 
To keep unto thyſelf that lovely Saint - - 
Or did thy Envy curs'd the fair One ſee, 
So fear'd her Eyes ſhou'd conquer more than thee. 


The R ESO TL E. 


S from my Breaſt, the other Day, 

My Strephon's Name I drew, 
Who cou'd my Heart, ſaid I, ſurvey, 
The ſame might plainly view. 


I took my Pen,--thus boldly ſpoke, | 
I'll here eraſe the Name, 3 
Then read my Heart, and found the Stroke ; 


Had blotted there the ſame. | , 


1. On te Sifters.. 


14? LLY is pretty, 
2 And Betty is witty,, 
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1 
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4045 Molly is aukward, 
. And Berty's gentee t. 
14 Too feign'd a Reſervedneſs deceives you in Molly. 
44 But Berry without Affectation is gay. | 
AJ Molly can ſmile, TOS ann Kg, 
v1 BOK And an Artift beguile, ' | 
NY For her Heart and her Tongue but ſeldom agree, & 
El But Betty's Behaviour in every kind Action, 8 
—— Declares that her innocent Heart is as free. 1 
1 Melly's fair Looks ſhe but lends with her Favours, N 
ot Whilſt Betty with Freedom beſtows *em on all, D 
1 Melly too greatly efteems her ſmall Beauty, T 
17 And prizes thoſe Eyes that were made for her Fall. 5 
#104 *Tis true, ſhe has Charms enough for a Lover, 80 
4 Who wiſhes his Miſtreſs in Bed may be kind, 8 
11 Yet had ſhe as many as Art can diſcover, 
1 My Choice ſhou'd be Betty, --her Shape, and her 
me True Love. | ] 
105 H E N abſent from Collin, 1 
N | No Joy can I find; 
. Dejected in Perſon, | 81 
} 10 Uneaſy in Mind; g H 
10 Nor Mirth, Shew, nor Palace, N 
4 Can render me Eaſe, 7 E 
0 But whilſt with my Collin, T 
"WIA A Dungeon can pleaſe. E 
N On being aſt' d, why I prais'd a Perſon whom I knew ; 
; j h | | L Faults: Rl 
4k I LV IA has Crimes,--her buſy Foes rehearſe, 
04 That ſhe has Crimes, we know, - nay, muſtconfeſs.. 
þ k And ſhew me now that Fair can boaſt of leſs. 4 
1 9 Silvia, has Merits too, deſerving Praiſe, K 
10 And Merits, that the Crimes by far out-weighs; 0 A 
5 The too, too partial World, is blind to theſeQ. = 
14 Cou'd ſhe commit what Thought can ne'er-deviſe, - 7 


The Faults I'd blame,--yet, ſtill, the Merits prize. 
: . INCOMN 


yes Porn. 


INCONSTANCE. 


Wonder not that like a Swan, 1 

Great Joe deſcended from nö 3 
For had the God appear d a Man, 
Perhaps the Nymph had ſcorn'd his Love. 


So much to change is Woman prone, + 
The neweſt Face ſecures her Heart; 
Nor could ſhe long admire her own, 
Did Nature not give Place to Art. 


To-day in Strephon' s Arms is ſeen, _ 
She who to-morrow flies the Swain z - 
So fince the World begun they've been, 
So till it ends, will they remain. 


ORF UNI, 


ELIEVE me, Fortune is a Cheat, 
And whom ſhe favours moſt to-day, 
Tho" counted wiſe; nay, good and great, 
To-morrew is each Blockhead's Prey: 


Such Ups and Downs attends her Reign, 
Her largeſt Gifts oft Ruin brings; 

Nor does ſhe leave the humble Swain 
Exempt from Cares, or ſpares ſhe Kings. 


Then none but Ideots wou'd attend, 

Her fickle Courts, where Harlots dwell ; 

Give me, ye Gods! a faithful Fund, 
1. And I'll A in a Cell. 


The Happy Cobler.. A Fable. 
" Cobler who in Town had been, 


f And many Ups and Downs had ſeen z 
( Knew what was ſaid, and what was done, 
2 


And who had Wit, and who had none ; 
Grown wiſer ſtill, at length he ſpies, 


That one Man's Fall's the other's Riſe z . 


37 
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That foul Ambition Faction brings, 1 
To rear up Knaves, and pull down A 

Pleas'd with his Fate, he hugs himſelf, - 
From Envy free, whilſt free from Pelf. f T 
He dreads no Robbers in the Night, W T 
No Loſs of Wealth his Dreams _—_ 3 A 
Ambition ne' er enſlaves his Breaſt, ; A 
The loweſt Seat's the ſafeſt «1 | v 
He climbs no higher than h | v 
The greater Height, the ek Fall; E * 
No States are levell'd at Bis Crown, | T 
= o Plots are laid to 8 8 25 ; F 
For why,—ſays he, —I, ha an, LS 
Can tt lower than I 1 ; 5 Ye 
And greater than a King is he, 1-2 MW 
'That thus can live, and think like me. Foy Ti 
| A 


Fritten extempore ts a Bunch of Shamarecks ( ahi W 
wiſe call, Three Faces under a Hood) ox St. th. 
trick's Day. 5 


Ehold the Saint, by juſt Dorres of Fate, 8 
From little Cauſes, wond*rous Truths relate; 
Zee this, he cries, - hence know, Hibernia's kind, 
Has ſeveral Faces to one Body join'd. 
Or the proſent Troubles. 
HO” meagre Envy with a rancour'd Soul, 
Shall view my Britons Arms with Conquet 
crown'd, 
Tho' Rome ſhall mourn the Force ſhe can't controul, 


And wiſh her ſtately Structures level — 3 


Still ſhall her juſter Cauſe, ſupremely 
Fell Bigot's Hopes, and Frenchmen' 8 ale defeat 


AS 4 


„ 


8 Collin bd Delia one Moon ſhiny Night, 
Brie over che Meadows trip d 8 + 


| | Occaſional Poris. 39 
The Goddeſs befriended the Boy with her Light, 
And the Nightingale favour d he Nymph with a Song. 
"4 The ſoft playing Zephyrs breath'd Odours more ſweet, 
| Than the Vales of Arabia had ever poſleſt ; 


And the lillywhite Dazies ſprung under her Feet, 
As ambitious to vye with the Snow on her Breaſt. 


Withdraw, fickle Miſtreſs, thy pale borrow'd Light, 
We lack but thy Aid when my Delia's away 
In plain native Beauty ſhe ſparkles more bright, 
Than thy ſelf, or thy Brother, proud God of the Day? 


Away, filly Nightingale, filence thy Throat, 

You heard not my Delia, how ſweetly ſhe ſung ; 
What Lark, Thruſh, or Blackbird, can equal her Note, 
To the ſoft killing Muſick that dwells on her Tongue? 


A Fig for thy Whiteneſs, thou vain little Flower, 
We gaze not on Trifles when Delia is here, 
Thy poor fading Beauties are gone in an Hour, 
But thoſe of my Delia's are freſh all the Year. 


And thou buſy Zephyrus, thou too may'ſt retire, 
We want not thy Odours our Joys to compleat; 
One Kiſs from my Delia more Raptures inſpire, 
Than thee, or thy Woodbines, tho? never ſo ſwectt. 


E AR me ſome Power, to Wind/or's ſhady 
The Scene of Monarchs, Gods, and Shepherd's 
Loves: . 
Perhaps the Swain who. has my Heart betray'd, 
Is there careſſing ſome more happy Maid. 
Happy indeed? the favour'd Nymph may be, 


Fairer, nay richer too, than wretched me; 
Tho' gilded Charms unwary Youths purſue, 
Gay Windſor ne er cou'd boaſt a Nymph ſo true; 
My conſtant Heart can jealous Fears remove, 
| And what I want in Wealth,-I'll pay in Love. 

3 But if thoſe Shades denies a Maid Relief, 
he And my Love's Abſence, ſtill augments my Grief -- 44 
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Thoul't ne er gain ought--except 
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40 Occaſional Por uus. | | 
With my laſt Breath I'll there repeat his Name, 


Then, like Lodona, weep me to a Stream, 
And Tribute pay with her to flowing Thame. 


| To @ Friend, after a Quarrel. 
6 2 5 ; 


YN vain you ftrive to act a cruel Part, 1 6 
I Your gentle Looks betray your tender Heart; 

hoſe harmleſs Frowns, can ne er thy Soul diſguiſe, 
'The kind Forgineneh (rnck't in your Eyes; 
Oh; matchleſs Goodneſs! ſo allied to Heav'n, - 


 Vigrus and Fon rung. 4 Fable. 


2 ne, met one Day, - - 
And Virtue thus began the Fray; 


Thou blind miſguided Monſter, why 


Am I forſaken, fore d to fly .  - 
To lonely Shades to hide my Head, 


' Whilſt Knaves and Fools in Pomp are fed? 


Fortune reply'd, — Ceaſe, Virtne, ceaſe, 
'Thy Tongue's ſo blunt, it cannot pleaſe, 
Thy Words and Acts, are both ſo "_ == 


On. the Thaw of the late Great Froſt in 1740. 


| N3 W. ike thyſelf, ſweet Thames glide boldly on, 


The dreadful Foe who ftop'd thy Courle is gone; 
Gone to ſome diſtant Clime to reign ſecure, _ 
Where neither Sele, nor Springs Inſults are ſure : © - 
Now, uncontroul'd, ſafe o'er thy Boſom ſend + 
The —_ ſtores, on which our Hopes depend ; 


5 Thy long afflicted Charom now relieve, 


And with thy wonted Smiles, their Smiles retrieve: 
So may*> thou ever roll, ſweet filver Thames“ 
Thee, and thy Briton, both exempt from Chains. 


| LENDSHIP, 


» - 


Occafional Poz'ms, 


 Frioppone,. ec "> * 


Riendli — of Nothing but the Names 
Thou ing Good, that do all Ills contain; 
By Knaves — to make their Plottings ſure, 
Who boaſt of Friendſhip ,---Friendſhip,--ſtill allure. 
| Great Int'reſt bears — the ſabtle Sway, 
* In Sight of that · true Friendſhip flies away: 
If golden Friendſhips can encreaſe their Los; 5 
Oh! how they'll friend it? — till you friend no more: 
How ſeldom Friendſhips reach the friendleſs — * 
Would'ſt thou be happy, learn thee to be wiſe, 
Truſt not in Friendfhip, all her Arts deſpiſe,, 7 
The World's betray'd thro? Friendſhip's fair Dig 
With me reſolve,.and never want a Friend, 
In none confide, — and do on none depend ; 
I find none falſe, - for L. in none believ'd, 
And never truſting, ne er can be decent d. 


Similey i. @ Friend. 41 5h #4 
A «pleaſant River's Side, ty los hk 
One 


Night I ckanc'd to rove : 


| To ſee the Cryſtial Waters slide. * . A? L 
And meditate on Love. 6 5 
ue little Fim in ; harmleſs Play ET a FHP I 
on, The glaſſy Surface ſkim ; „„ | 
Nor envy Kings, leſs Great chan they, 


ne 3 


Whilſt wantonly they ſwim, * | 


"Twas then I ſigh'd, and thought on ther. 
Unhappy, lovely Fair, 
Cou'dſt thou thy own-Reſemblance ſee, N 
You'd  Juſtly know it there. | - 


Thus you, regardleſs of your Fate, | 
The. tempting Way purſue ; 1 


At length you'll meet the treachrous Bait, 
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Elieve me, Strepbon, when I ſay, 


Mira is witty, young, and gay, 
And Mira ſings, — Mira plays. 
Yet Mira is a Woman ſtill, 

J long have found, and ſo will vou, 

| That, let the Sex ſay what they mw 
But few, alas, were ever true. 


Then, what's a Face, a Shape, or Air * 
Beauty in Animals we ſee ; 

If Mica 's Soul is not fincere, 

Her Form's $a worthleſs Lump---to me. 


3 4 dane. 


YE, Strepbon, 95 too filly " RIES 
Are all theſe 'Tears for Mira ſhed ? 
Do'ft thus in fruitleſs Griefs complain, 

And pale thy Cheeks cauſe hers are red? 


Haſt thou not oft been heard to ſay, 
\ You knew the Sex, and none were true ? 
Then why ſhou'dſt thus thy ſelf diſmay, 
Tho' Colin is prefer'd to you t ” 


Beſides, Revenge will ſoon o'ertake 

The Youth who now enjoys her Charms ; 
For ſhe'll To-morrow him forſake, 
And yield her to Amintor's Arms. 


The Happy Life. . 


ITH thee, contented, cou'd en 
Fix d to ſome Cottage, or ſome lonely Cel. 


That lonely Cell, wou'd dearer be to me, 
Than gilded Palaces, depriv'd of thee. - 
I'd envy not the Courtier's ſſothful Eaſe, 


My chief Delight ſhou'd _P be to pleaſe 'F 


To « Gentleman, who wrote in Praiſe of bi eaten 


Twere vain to write of Mira's Praiſe, 


8 22 


— 
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Happy at Night, if you approv'd m Tolls: + 
And doubly rewarded by a Smile, 1 29 


Cou'd thoſe above, on Earth ſuch Bliſs we 
Inhabit there, who wou'd, Tad live below. 


To rhe Came. 


-IGHT I with thee, my fatare Moments fend, 
Thou charmingLover,—thoui improving; Friend o 
With thee, my Reſidue of Life run o'er, 

And lag in melancholy Paths no more. 

In thoſe ſweet Shades, in thy dear Arms I'd lie, 
Contented live, —nor diſcontented die ; 

Thy lively Wit ſhou'd every Senſe improve, 

And make my Joys extenſive as my. Love. 3 
Theſe Shades alone, my pleaſing Bounds ſhou'd be, 

For all things elſe, ſhou'd be compriz d in thee; 
With thee each Scene, more lovely ſtill wou'd grow, 
And R———4 Hill look green, midſt Winter's Snow. 


Pleaſures of Sleep. 725 


N vain-wou'd Fate endeavour to divide | 
A Heart from yours, which Heaven to 2 * 


tied; 
Nor cruel Abſence can ap my Foe, 
For ſtill I'm with thee, whereſoe'er you go. 


My conſtant Soul at Evening to thee flies, 
Regardleſs how its helplefs Priſon lies; 2 
Views all thy Beauties, wanders o'er thy Charms, 
And reaps a thouſand Hliſſes in thy Arms. 


Guards all thy Slumbers with aſſiduous Care, 
And boaſts itſelf thy better Angel there; F 
Clings round thy Neck,—to thy-ſoft Boſom lies, 
And on-thy * diſfolves in melting Sighs. 


To Delia:. 


HEN firſt 1 ſought to know my Delia's Minds. 
1.thought her witty, 33 and kind; 
D 2 Sincere, 


A Foe to Pride, and good as thoſe above, _ 
Endearing to her Friends, true to her Truſt, 


Too ſoon deceiv'd, I thought you ſo, 


The Sex was all in one. 


a. 4 Os. „ 433K — t 
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Sincere, and plain, from Affectation fre. [N. 


Her Words and Thoughts, both ſway' d by Modeſty... Sp 


Void of Reſtraint, yet nice in all her Ways, 
To Cenſure flow, but laviſh in her Praiſe ;, - 
Strict in her Honour, ſteady in her Love, 


To all obliging, and to none unjuſt; - - - - - 
But found at length, I knew than this no more, 
That ſhe was falſe,--which Hundreds knew before. 


Ta the Same. 


OW often Delia, have I ſaid, 
A Woman once was true; 
And whilſt I others Crimes diſplay'd, 
Fix'd all their Good on you. 5 


Nay, thought you ſo alone ; 
Till prov'd Experience let me know, 


For thou can'ſt ſmile,-- deceitful Smile !. 
When moſt you wou'd betray ;_ 

Can fawn, can flatter, can beguile, 
Can love, about a Day. | 


Can barter Friendſhip for a Toy, 
And each new Face adore; 9 —_ 
Can charm, - like Syrens, to. deſtroy,, 
And what can all do more. 


70 Strephon. 


S does the Sun, yon ſhine alike on all, 
Nor one peculiar Influence lets fall; 
The Witty, Fair, the Homely, Proud, and Vain, 
Your languid Smiles, with equal Share obtain. 
Then, who wou'd wiſh to live ou that kind Breaſt,  - 
Where every Fool by turns may be carefs't? © 15. 


* 


1 
BE as. 


Occaſional Pops: 46. 
f No, let me rather thus diſtinguiſh'd be, „ 
. Spare once thy Smiles, caſt a Froum on mo. Fe 


AFanitmas., 7 om = } 


Long Fare wel. ——fince we muſt part. 
Accept this laſt Adieu; | 

Yet, be aſſur' d, the faithful Heart 

Shall ſtill remain with you. 


True as the Soul of Conſtaney, g 
And juſt, as e er was Friend = 
Who wou'dn't fawn thro' Fallacy ; 7 | a 
Or flatter for an End. 


Tho' Time and Abſence, can employ: 45 49 
The never wearied Eye, Y 
Still in my Mind, will I enjoy 

A Form that ne'er can die. 

Thy dear Idea,—beſt belov d, 

Is there for ever plac'd ; 


Which ne'er ſhall be by Time remov'd, - 
Or Objects new defac Cc. | 


To a young Lady, who had no good Quality herſelf, yet £22 
frequently found Faults in her Acquaintance. 


HEN pretty Nancy views within her Glaſs, 
The borrow'd Charms, which new adorn her 
Face; 3 | | 

Full of her ſelf, and prompt by vain Deſire, - 
Reſolves to go, and ſet the World on Fire. 3 
Fatal Reſolve ! unhappy Swain beware, 5 
For Nancy ſwears, ſhe Il not one Mortal ſpare, 
No not the P- n, at his pious Prayer: 
And ſure the Nymph can never fail Succeſs, 
Whoſe artful Hand can with ſuch Niceneſs Ureſs ; 
Whoſe Soul diſdains what homely Nature gave, 
And ſcorns to be to Honour's Rules a Slave; 
No virtuous Thoughts incumber Nancy's Breaſt, 

„ And plain Sincerity's a vulgar Jeſt; _ 
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Her noble Mind abhors the Name of Friend, 
Vet ſhe can flatter, for a private End; 
And whilſt her Words with- 3 Kindneſs liabe; 


Can cenſure thoſe who moſt deſerves her Praiſe. 


O happy Genius ! which ſo well can prove 


In one affected Air, Deceit and Love; , 
Enchanting Tongue thou Engine of her Wit, 


Which ne'er-lay ſtill, and ne'er was tired yet: 
The Prude to thee may all her Craft reſign, . 


And the Coquet may. own her Talent thine. 


Eet other Maids in native Beauties ſhine, 


Perfect as Venus, —or as Heav'n divine; 


Nancy's refiniſh'd Form, from nicer Art, 
Imprints an Image on each Ploughman's Heart. 
Go on, bright Fair; nor let pale Envy ſay, 
You ruled. the Chariot, only for a-Day ;. 

Fire every Heart with your attractive Charms, 
And boldly take each Shepherd to your Arms; 
Then all ſhall own (who &er repeats your Name) 
The Nymph. had Kindneſs, equal to their Flame. 


ritten on St, Valentine's Day, for a Gentleman to ſend 
; his —_—_ 7 .- 


8 does the Ray 
Of chearful Day 
All other Rays oppoſe, 
So pretty Bi, 
Does all outvye, 
Where e er the Fair-one goes. 
Midſt the Reſort 
Of S—4 Court, 
I ſolemnly declare, 
There's not one Lak, 
Can her ſurpaſs, 
Nor yet with her compare.. 
The blooming Roſe 
Its Sweets diſcloſe, . 
Both on her Lips and Breaſt;; 
The happy Few WS 
Who ſips that Dew, Pans 
Muſt certainly be bleſt.. 


Occaſional' Por ls. ar 

The Virgin: Zone: _ . 

Of her alone, E 9 5 

Whom mighty Mars embrac'd; 

Was ne'er ſo neat, | 

Or ſo compleat, 

As is her ſlender Waiſt. 

To ſee her walk, 

Of each admiring Youth ;; | 

Oh, how their Praiſe: | 

i My Wonder raiſe, | . 

Tho' well I know tis Truths. 7 
One vows ſhe's fair, 

Another dare | 

Bat faintly wiſh her his R 

A third admires,, ' 

A fourth expires, | 

In ſad Platonick Bliſs. 

And why ſhou' d B. 

My Charmer, die, | 

Nor dare to tell my Pain; 

Since bounteous Heaven 

Your Worth has given, 

But to repay. your Swain. 

Then prithee Miſs, 

Remember this, 

"Twas for your Sake dene. 

J early roles 

Put on-my Cloaths,, | 

And writ this. Hand.unknowns; 

To-let you. know, 

"Tis even ſo, 

My Heart I muſt 

And that Dll be 

Sincere to thee, 


My pretty Valentine, 
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Fancy tis a fix'd Maxim amongſt our modern 
Writers, that to ſay; well, and live ill, are the 


great and only Buſineſs of our Lives, and all we 


need to do, to gain us Fame and Happineſs; to 


make us mighty in the Eye of Man, and in the Soul 
of Pleaſure: Otherwiſe, ſo many. ingenious Perſons 
wou'd never take the Pains they do in preſcribing Rules 
for others, which not in; the leaſt *enter'd into their 
Heads to have practis'd themſelves, only to ſet a Gloſs 
over their own Actions, and cover Vice under the: 
Cloak of Virtue. I could excuſe. thoſe, who; for Want 
of Learning have run into Errors. which- otherwiſe 
might have been avoided ; but, in my Opinion, Hy- 
pocriſy is a Crime unpardonable: However (as Times 
go) it is a faſhionable one, and we labour not now to 
be good, but to be thought ſo. As for my Part, I 
have but lately diſcern'd the Difference between Wiſ⸗ 
dom and Folly, and have more Reſpect for the World, 
than to be intirely out of the Faſhion; ſo that it is im- 
poſſible I ſhould be without a Share of the latter; when 
it is born in the Mind, Pains muſt be taken, e' er we 
can utterly deſtroy, and root it. out; and tho? our Re- 
ſolutions ſtrive againſt it, it oſten unawares ſteals in up- 
on us, and breaks into our Converſations without our 
Leave or Knowledge, as tho' it boldly elaim'd its na- 
tive Empire. The Guardian, Judgment, firſt perceives 
it, grows angry at the Inſult, and calls Reaſon to her 
Aid, who once more baniſhes the Foe; till tir d, by 
being often thus oppos'd, at. length, perhaps, it. flies 
us. I have here undertaken to draw in Miniature, a 
few of the Follies I have remark'd during my ſhort Re- 
ſidence in this Life, but not with the above-mention'd 
View. Nor would I, on any Account, endeavour to 
perſuade my Sex, that I am ſuch an intire Enemy 3 
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all their pretty Failings, as to aboliſh the long efta- 
bliſh'd Name of Woman, by a too ſurly, and obſtinate, 
Adherence to Truth and Wiſdom ; no, I ſcorn ſuch 


unprecedented Proceedings; and, poſſibly, from my- 


ſelf I may draw a lively Reſemblance of others. Bleſs 
me! then ſays the Lady, who perceives the plaineſt 
Likeneſs, to be ſure, Malice only muſt excite you to 
expoſe your own Failings rather than hide other People's, 
Say fo ſtill, ſay 1; for I am certain the Good and Wiſe 
will believe me, when I aſſure em, I had no other 
Motive than to deter thoſe whoſe Years and Converſa- 
tions has not, as yet, introduc'd the riper Follies of the 
Age, from falling into Snares, eſpecially thoſe laid by 
Women, who, to my certain Knowledge, are greater 
Foes to Virtue, and contribute more to the Ruin of 
their own Sex. than does all the Wiles and Seducements 
generally laid to the Charge of Mankind. A very 
ſmall Time, but a large Quantity of Experience, has 
taught me that Wiſdom Folly are two very oppe- 
ſite Enemies, and that Folly, thro* a natural Defire of 
aggravating her Antagoniſt, is always ſollicitous in in- 
creaſing the Number of her Followers and Admirerg ; - 
a good Foundation for that old, but juſt Saying, that 
Evil Communications corrupt good Manners. I am ſorry 
Ican ſay ſhe but too well ſucceeds ; far I believe, at 
preſent, poor Wiſdom and Virtue have but very few 
left to defend "em, and theſe too, chiefly conſiſt of Fugi- 
tives from Folly, who tir'd with the toilſome Pleaſures 
of her Reign, find more ſweet Content in a Cottage 
with Virtue, than in the noiſy Crowd, attended by 
Broils, Diſeaſes, and even the worſt of Tormentors, 
their own Conſcience. Few, indeed, there are of 
theſe; for Vice, like an evil Companion, is not eaſily 
got rid of, without hazarding every thing that is dear, 
except future Peace; and that's a Jewel ſeldom ſought 
for: Yet would we conſider its ineftimable Value 
when found, how pleaſant and delightful to the Mind, 
the Paths that are trod in Search of it, the ſoft, the 
heavenly Repoſe we meet when at our Journey's End, 
and know how 'twill laſt, for ever ! 'That Joy and Peace 


will laſt for ever; that * might make us en- 
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dure an Age of mortal Pain, and think it but a Day 
well ſpent: There we have no Uncertainties ; we're 
not careſs'd To- day, and murder'd To morrow : No 
Courts with gilded Outſides, which harbour Death with-. 
in; no deluding Lights, which lead to guilty Pleaſures, 

rewarded with eternal Puniſhments; Puniſhments in- 
Aided by a Judge who won't be brib'd; or delay the 
Execution balf a Day, for all that worthleſs Drofs we 
pay our Adoration to. In the Purſuit of this Treaſure,, 
we drudge not on in continual Slavery, for Pleaſures 
which we gain and loſe, both in a Moment, or continue 
under the Directions of a Maſter ungrateful, deceitful, 
and ambitious, whoſe Yoke is galling, and whoſe Wages 
is —_— Death. The King there ſerv'd is juſt, is 
powerful, his Burdens are light, his Service ſubſtantial 
Bliſs, and his Rewards Crowns of eternal Glory. What 
a Difference is here ; Reflection on this might make a 
Hermit of a Libertine. Wou'd we conſult but Reaſon, 
we might quickly diſcern all this; for ſhe is a juſt. 


Guide, and won't lead us wrong; but we baniſh her 


as we do our true Friends, and imagine her unfaithful 
becauſe ſhe won't flatter, I know her Worth; for ſhe. 
has often reſolv'd my Doubts, and never fail'd her ut- 
moſt Endeavours to aſſure me of the Certainty of that 


happy Dwelling; for I muſt confeſs I have ſometimes, 


er! d it, perceiving ſeveral of the Rules taught by 


olatrous Bigots to be intirely ſuperſtitious, and incon- 
ſiſtent with Truth and Reaſon.— If there is an Almight 4 


Being, ſaid I, who is the Author of. Goodneſs, he mut 
conſequently himſelf be both good and juſt ; then why 
is he repreſented by theſe mock religious Blockheads 


to be the contrary ? for I proteft, I have heard ſome, 
of em talk ſuch Things of him, as can never be 
thought by me to be eitlier good or juſt, Divers are 


the trifling Abſurdities they tell ye he is the Author 


of; one in particular (and not the leaft) I cannot omit. 


mentioning, by Reaſon I know of no Calamity, which 
has driven my own Sex into greater Errors, than this 
falſe Opinion has done. I have known a Hundred 


Women fit down contented with their own ill Conduct, 


and fancy d their Crimes unblameable, becauſe, for- 
> ſooth, 
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ſooth, they cou'd not help committing them: Pre. 
deſtination, I mean; *tis ſomewhat ſtrange to me that 
the Almighty ſhou'd ordain whatever Good or Evil we 
commit, yet puniſh, or reward us, according to our' 
Deeds, ſhall he order us to do Evil, yet puniſh us for 
obeying his Commands; or ſhall he reward us for the 
Good we could not help doing? No; this is neither 
Wiſdom, nor Juſtice ; and yet he muſt be wiſe and 
juſt. They'll tell ye withal, that that Power grives at 
the Death of a Sinner: They may as well ſay, that a 


Father commands his Son to go into the Fire, and 


weeps afterwards that he is burnt. Good lackaday! 
ſays one, how hard is my Deſtiny ; what have I ever” 
done, that the Lord ſhould ordain me ſuch cruel For- 


tune ? They are much in the right on't. What indeed! 


They may well murmur againſt the Lord, if they be- 


lieve he deals ſo unjuſtly by them. If every good or 
evil Fortune, that we meet thro' Scenes of Life, muſt 
be ordain'd, and not to be avoided, why ſhou'd the. 
Almighty take a particular Spight to the one, or 
Liking to the other, to order the one Good, and t'other 


Evil, before he has form'd 'em, to know whether or 


not they may deſerve either; or if his All-ſeeing Judg- 
ment intends to make them deſerving, or undeſerving, 


yet it is unjuſt to ſhew ſo great a Difference between 
Children who are all of the ſame Parent. They'll an- 
ſwer you to this, that he ordains us Puniſhments in this 
Life, to make our Rewards the greater in the other; 
and Benefits, to ſee how we will diſpoſe 'em. Here 

they contradict themſelves ; for if we act (as they ſay 

we do) intirely according to his Ordination, we muſt 
diſpoſe our Wealth, or bear our Afflictions, as he makes 


us; and I don't think our Merit a Bit the greater for 


doing what we can't help : Neither is his Power or 


Goodneſs increas'd, by beſtowing Rewards or Puniſh- * 
ments, for Good or Evil, which. we act by Force. 
This is a blaſphemous Opinion, and defames his Dig- © 


nity, Honour, Goodneſs, and Juſtice ; enough to make 


Atheiſts of all the World, as, indeed, there are already 


too many ; and why ? Becauſe their Underſtanding won't 


E 2 — 


permit 'em to believe theſe and ſeveral other ſcandalous 
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Errors introduc'd by ſo many different Preachers of 
Religion ; ſo many different Ways they make to lead 
to Heaven, yet tell ye there is but one true one, that 
no Wonder they believe there is none at all. This is 
for Want of conſulting Reaſon ; for ſhe cou'd teach 
them to deſpiſe theſe ſuperſtitious Follies, and ſhew 
'em that Man's wicked Inventions brought them forth, 
for private Intereſt, Grudge, or ſome ambitious End ; 
and that neither the Heavens, or any thing therein, 


ever ordain'd, that ſuch Wretches ſhou'd breed Diſ- 


cord amongſt Mankind. I fancy they will find at 
Length, (notwithſtanding their thriving Deceit) that 
the Almighty Judge is truly good, and juſt, and will 
impartially judge, and condemn them, for acting ac- 
cording to their own accurſed Inclinations, and not by 
any Force of his. Some there are, no doubt, who are 
both good and wiſe; and, methinks, tis Pity they can- 
not ſuppreſs theſe Traders in Religion, to hinder the 


* 


ſacred Theme from being ſo fooliſhly and publickly 


handled, by falſe Teachers, and deceitful Ideots, who 


ſets ſuch plain Examples of the taking Liberties with 


divine Affairs, that the very Rabble muſt imitate them, 
and in their moſt obſcene Converſations conteſt 'about 
Holy Matters: You ſhall ſcarce read an inſignificant 
Letter, but you ſhall find a Dozen or two of G- ds in 
it; the very Farthing Ballads are no leſs ftor'd with 
Deities, and/-inftead of Ballads, it is common to hear 
the Pſalms we fing in Churches, hallow'd by Slaves 
about the Streets, for Half-pence. Nor is that Name, 
which we ſhou'd.. tremble but to hear, treated with 
more Reſpe& —— treat the Name of an in- 
ferior Officer. I am ſurpriz'd, that Folly, and Wicked - 
neſs, has overcome the 8 ſo that an Awe does 
not ſeize them, e er they make Mention of ſuch mighty 
and divine Affairs, at leaſt, without that due and holy 
Reverence we ought to pay before our heavenly Bene- 
factor. There are of theſe Traders alſo, who aſſure 
us, that the only Way to merit Heaven, is by deſtroy- 
ing its Handy work, and, thro' a pretended Zeal to 
Religion, not only rob their poor Fellow- creatures, 
but moſt barbarouſly murder them into the args, 
uſe 


W 
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of becauſe they cannot follow their villanous Superſtitions; 
ad believe as their Whimſies command, and ſerve the 
ee Lord, by heaping Riches on their ſordid Teachers, I 
- can never ſuppoſe, that Goodneſs delights in Cruelty ; 
ch if it is a Merit to convert a Sinner, and they think 


_ they can, let em endeavour it by gentle Means, ſhew 
th, better Examples than they fee in others, and win 'em 
dz by the Proſpect they may have of a happy Change, 
in, but never offer Force ; for he cannot ſerve a Maſter 
we faithfully who is compell'd to it without Inclination, 
at and made a Slave to what he abhors : Nor do them- 
hat ſelves believe they rightly act, otherwiſe than that it 
vill rightly anſwers the End of Avarice, and Ambition. 
RG We ſuppoſe an earthly King to be above a mean Ac- 
by tion, then why do they talk of ſo many mean Things, 
are which they ſay are acted, or ordered to be acted by 
_ the King of Kings? No, no, 'tis none of his Direc- 
the tions; he is great, and above Meanneſs ; nothing that 
kly Thought can form, mean, unjuſt, or inſignificant, pro- 
vho ceeds from him ; no ſuperſtitious Rules, or Puppet-ſhow 
* Worſhips, will bring you a Step the nearer to his 
em, Gates; for theſe are below his Dignity : His Porters 
80 take no Bribes, or is his Servants admitted to deliver 
and our fooliſh, and unworthy Petitions. His Judgment's 
«bs penetrating, and he knows our Worth, ſo will reward 
ich it: When we deviate from that, himſelf condemns us, 
ng as his Greatneſs ſhall ſee proper. He delights not in 
* Torture, or Mortifications ; for he is good, and tender- 
me, hearted: If the Faithful, in Diſtreſs, ſue to him with 
* Reverence, and Sincerity (but not for ambitious Trifles) 
n he will hear them, and grant their Requeſts; for he is 
VE compaſſionate, and, tho' great, void of Pride. This 
3 I am certain of; for I have prov'd it true. How hap- 
zhty py wou d it be for ſome who want not Means to ſerve 
holy him as they ought, to think as I do: In order to per- 
* ſuade em to it, I write theſe Obſervations. Could 
* my Abilities come near the Greatneſs of my Theme, 
roy- or Sincerity of my intentions, they might indeed prove 
3; fs worthy the Peruſal. However, they are full of Truth; 


and if the Readers have a Mind to be ſo too, let em 
ſhun, as near as poſſible, all the Follies I deſcribe, and 

gain, 5 

e a E 3 converſe 


_ TT: _ | 
converſe with the Wiſe ; for Folly is the very Soul of | 
Vice, and is always ſo delighted with itſelf, that no- | 
thing but what bears its own Likeneſs, can, poſſibly, | 
be agreeable. This is verified in the firſt I treat of, : 

_ Which is that of being always pleas'd at Nonſenſe. _ 
Haw often have I heard a ſimple conceited Woman | 
- Praiſe the Niceneſs of her Judgment, and condemn 
falſe Opinions; when her whole Soul has been one 
Lump of Folly, which the very next Scene of Non- 
ſenſe has diflolv'd into a moſt immoderate Fit of 
Laughter, perhaps, the Appearance of ſome wiſe Phi- 
loſopher had had a different Effect upon the Lady's 
Underſtanding, and introduced the Spleen, the Va- 
pours, or {ome other faſhionable Diſtemper, often in- 
cident to Ladies of Wit and Pleaſure. What a ridi- 
culous Sight it is, and how near a Reſemblance it has 
of Bedlam, to fee a Parcel of Women running to and 
tro in a Chamber, ſeveral Minutes without ceaſing, 
laughing to ſo violent a Degree, that' you'd ſwear 
*twere the Expiration of their Days, at no other Occa- 
ſion than the Sight of a Vizard, the awry Set of a 
Peruke, or ſomething full as trifling ; nay, ſome there 
are. who without any at all, are often moved by the 
Spirit of Folly to expreſs themſelves true Subjects of 
that Power. - Yet we ſhall ſtile them Criticks, and La- 
dies of Underſtanding, for being capable of telling who 
makes moſt Blunders at Table; and, without conſider- 
ing chemſelves, ridiculouſly jeſting on the very ſame 
Indifcretions, which are the chief Practice of their own 
Lives and Behaviour.--I happened to be once in Com- 
pany with a Gentleman and his Spouſe, the Lady had 
met with ſome Diſappointment, and ſeem'd melancholy ; 
the Gentleman diſturb'd at ſeeing his Conſort ſo dull, 
addreſſed himſelf to me, Prithee Miſs, ſaid he, talk a 
little of your Nonſenſe to divert my Wife. I own I 
{mil'd at the Oddity of the Requeſt, thought it a ftrange 
Way of diverting, and the only Thing would make me 
"ſad. However I reflected on my ſelf, and imagined, 
that tho* I might not be ſenſible of my own Failings, I 1 
certainly mult have been heard to talk Nonſenſe, or 


the Man had never made that Speech, or fancy'd I 
ſhould 
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ſhould then begin. If every Perſon were to criticize 
on the Sayings of other-People, only as thus, and to 
examine themſelves by them, how profitable an Ad- 
vantage might be made of every Word we hear, and 
every Action we fee, but we put our Gift of Under- 
ſtanding to a wrong Uſe, and inſtead of improving it, 


we make it the Inſtrument of Evil to both ourſelves 


and our Companions. If you aſk theſe pretty Apes 
why they play their witty Tricks, mimick their Friends, 
and make themſelves Buffoons, the Scorn of riper Judg- 
ment, they'll aſſure you, they know tis very filly, but 
they do it to appear agreeable, and comply with the 
Taſte of their Company. — A ſad Excuſe for Folly, if 
we have Wiſdom let us ſhew it ; if the Company ap- 
proves and learns, it were a glorious Recompence, for 
what can be a greater Pleaſure than to inſtruct Wiſ- 
dom? If they ſeem difpleas'd, and diſapprove, they 
are not worth converſing with, and ought to be ſhun'd, 
Becauſe I ſee and know a Parcel of People to be deye- 
nerate and baſe, ſhall I endeavour to imitate them ? 
No, rather let me, by contemning them, diſplay my 
own Virtues, or to ſave Controverſy, keep Silence. 
However, this Folly, tho” it renders the Perſons poſ- 
ſeſs'd of it ſo ridiculous in the Eyes of the thinkin 
Part of the World, contains the leaſt Evil of any, — 
tometimes may divert. X 
There is another Sort, which notwithſtanding it is 
the Height of Vice, and deſerves the ſevereſt Puniſh- 
ment, ' reigns uncontroul'd, and is the darling Bait ge- 
nerally laid by the Fair Sex, to catch even the molt 
wary. This is a pretended Love of Religion ; Good 
Gods! What Villanies are practis'd by thoſe Religious 
Ladies ; and yet, the very Thing for which we ſhould 
abhor them, that falſe fair Covering, procures them 
Awe, Reſpect, and Credulity, nay, leads their poor 
Admirers blindfolded to Ruin; for ſure twould be Pre- 
ſumption to ſuſpet the Goodneſs and Sincerity of a 
Saint. I have known ſome of them, who would ſtick 
at no Crime that could be committed with Safety, and 
yet to gain Credit with the World, preach up for Re- 
ligion, and rail at Vice like a Jeſuit, frequent con- 
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kantiy the Churches and Holy Communion, appear in 


Publick all Angels, and be in private the worſt of 
Devils. The very Proſtitutes are preferable to them, 
for they confeſs their Crime with their Poverty. How 
can we expect Mercy from the Almighty Power, when 
the moſt ſacred Places dedicated to his Name, are pro- 
phan'd by ſach Hypocrites ? Might true Religion ſhine 
in the Colours he firſt painted it, twould appear too 
tranſparent to hide Deceit; and our worthy ACtions 


would be a greater Proof of the Sincerity of our Reli- 


gion, than all the Fuſs and Shew we make about it: 
If we heard a Man or Woman was religious, we ſhould 
aſk withal if they were good, if every Action of their 
Lives expreſs'd-it, for Noiſe and Shew are ſolid Proofs 
of Hypocriſy, but empty ones of 'Truth. | 

The Abuſe of Religion is a Vice which bears the 
blackeſt Dye, none is ſo near allied to it as Ingratitude, 
which is pretty much of the ſame Nature ; this 1s only 
practis'd by thoſe of Human Species, eſpecially amongſt 
the Female Part. How proud are we of the Noble- 
neſs of our Form, and how much do we prize our- 
felves above the Animals of the Field, yet let even 
them outvie us in Juſtneſs; for the moſt herce a- 
mongſt them ſcorn Ingratitude, and will protect, nay 
loſe their Lives for their Preſervers and Benefactors, 
whilſt on the contrary, we lay our deepeſt Deſigns 


againſt our chief Friends, and Relations, and when our 


Plots\ucceed, will brag how nicely they were bit. 
We think it a Scandal to be juſt, and ſeem aſhamed 
to acknowledge the moſt ſincere Marks of Friendſhip. 
I have heard ſome of theſe ungrateful ones, rail with 


the bittereſt Imprecations againſt thoſe who have been 


the only Supporters of their Lives and Fortunes, and 
when their whole Store of Malice have been exhauſted, 
"Tis true, ſaid they, they have been very kind to me, 


but what of that? *twas their own Proffer, they were 
not importun'd. to it, and might have let it alone ; be- 


ſides, they can't expect me to be grateful, for they 
know very well it is not in my Power to make Returns, 
A barbarous Speech ! and whilſt they endeavour to ex- 


cuſe their Ingratitude, they make it a thouſand Dre 
worſe, 
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worſe, what a beautiful Friendſhip muſt that be which | 
offers its Support to the Diſtreſs'd without leaving 


room for addihg the Pain of Importunity, and without 
the Hopes of a Return, for where Friendſhip is founded 


upon Intereſt, it 1s improperly called Friendſhip, our 


private Ends, ourſelves it is we ſerve, but not our 
Friends. Then where we find it in its trueſt Light, 
the leaſt we can give in Return, is Praiſe and Acknow- 
ledgment ; our Friends to be ſure expe& we ſhould 
ſpeak well of them, and ſtand their Champions againſt 
malicious Slanders. If they really have Failings, we 
ſhould, if poſſible conceal them, not be ourſelves the 
Inſtrument of their Def: mation: Or when their long 
repeated Acts of Friendſhip have prov'd them true, 


vow 'em falſe from the inſinuating Tattle of every * 


Tale-bearing Fool. If I am told that my Friend has 
deceived me, I'll not believe it; if I am told a ſecond 
time, I'll endeavour to be convinced, and when I am 
ſo, by ſome plain Demonſtration, Ill ſuppoſe it more 
thro' Error than Deſign, however, I'll aſk my Friend, 
then, if my Eyes and Ears have Proof by an obſtinate 
Declaration of Falſhqod, I will ſhun my loſt Friend, 
and then only, believe em to be my Enemy. Vet even 
then, in Abſence wiſh, and ſpeak them well, for their 
paſt Favours, concluding that my own Conduct in ſome 


Meaſure contributed to the Change, ſince | know a 


ſincere Mind is ſeldom chang'd but by ſome great 
Occaſion, 

There is a Kind of a buſy Vice, which a great 
Number of Ladies are poſſeſs'd of, who are never 
made happy, but when they are marring the Happi- 
neſs of other People. Theſe are juſt hke Fools in a 
Play, for ever buſy, and for ever in Miſchief, What 
Pains do they take, and how do they fatigue themſelves 
in traverſing the Town, to find out the Affairs of their 
Neighbours, yet leave. their own at-home neglected. 
They will venture their Lives, nay, give their all for 
a Secret, which, in no manner at all, concerns em, 
yet ſet ſo little Store by what they have ſo dearly pur- 
chas'd, that they directly beſtow it on the next Goſſip 
they meet: There is no Safety where theſe Gentle- 


women 


| 
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women frequent; for 'twere as eaſy for them to ceaſe 
to be; as to ceaſe Chattering ; and, like People who 
talk in their Sleep, at Night, over the Tea- table, will 
;reveal all their induſtrious Ears have ſo 3 a- 
ther'd in the Day. Theſe Creatures deſtroy the Plea- 
ure of Society, and every Perſon where they come 
ought to be upon their Guard, Not one Word is 
ſpoken, or Action done; that is not, ſurely, repreſented 
'to, the next Company, in a manner, quite different 
from the Original; for they are always l and ge- 
.nerally take away the Beauty of a good Deed, but 
never fails adding double to a bad one: Nay, when 
hey want Matter for Diſcourſe, or Scandal, they'll 
make no Scruple of affirming ſuch monſtrous Lies and 
Abſurdities, as never could enter into the Thoughts 


of any Thing leſs wretched than themſelves, and their ' 


inſatiate Talent muſt be ſupported at the Expence of 
their Neighbours Reputations. Their Tongues are in 
perpetual Motion; not a Mortal in Town or Country 
ſo obſcure as to eſcape their Knowledge; and nothing 
more common, than for them, whilſt they pretend a 
Friendſhip, to breed eternal Strife and Diſcord amongſt 
the moſt united Families. Sometimes their Inquiſitive- 
neſs perplex themſelves too; for nothing can be a 
greater Mortification to them, than to hear of other 
People's good Fortune. They will put themſelves into 
as great an Agony about it, as tho' they fancy'd their 
Words were capable of turning the Scale, as, indeed, 
ſometimes it happens; for whether wilfully, or thro 
Miſtake, I know not; but I am certain I have often 
heard theſe glib-tongu'd Ladies ruin many a good De- 
ſign. What matters it to me, if my Neighbours Af- 
fairs have good or ill Succeſs, if their Cloaths are old, 
or new, their Dealings juſt, or unjuſt ? ſo I can keep 


my own Affairs on the Ballance, my Cloaths whole, 


and deal juſtly by all. What Buſineſs have I to en- 
tertain a Room full of People two or three Hours to- 
gether, with the Conduct of a Family, which, perhaps, 
they never ſo much as heard the Name of in the whole 
Courſe of their Lives before? I dined one Day-with a 
Gentlewoman, who, upon ſeeing of one of her female 
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Neighbours. paſſing by the Window, ſet. up a loud 
Laugh. I muſt confeſs, I varied here a little from my 
natural Minciple, and mov'd (Woman-like) by the 


— 


Spirit of Curioſity, muſt needs aſk who that Lady was? 


Why, truly, replies the other, I do know who ſhe is, 
and yet I do not know, for I can tell you, whatever 
you may think of me, my Name is Mrs. Saynothing, 
I never trouble my Head with that which does not 


concern me; it is no Bread and Butter of mine, and 


what does not lie in my Way ſhall never. break my 
Shins; the Woman behaves very well to me, and what 


need I care what ſhe-does in her own private Apart- - 
ment; I ſhall not be anſwerable for her Crimes: Tis 


true, I have ſeen odd Sort of People there all Hours 
of the Night, but what they bring in, or what they 
carry out, is no Affair of mine, as long as they take 
nothing from me, and let me ref quiet in my own 
Houſe.— In ſhort, I found by the Sum of Mrs. Say- 
nothing's Relation, that the Lady's Viſiters were no 
better than a whole Gang of Thieves, and herſelf a 
Receiver of Stolen Goods : and yet Mrs. Saynothing 
was ignorant of the Matter, as in reality, I believe 
ſhe was. Were theſe Saynothing Gentlewomen's Dil- 
courſes to be pen'd in their own proper Characters, 
what a terrible Figure muſt thty make, even in their 
own Opinions, when they perus'd them, and reflected 
on the ridiculous Miſuſe they had made of the only 
Thing they ſhould have held precious in Life, their 
Time ; what contemptible, worthleſs Things, muſt they: 
find themſelves to be, would they conſider, that, in- 
ſtead of anſwering the End of their Creation, To do 
Good in the World, they come into it, only to incum- 
ber it, plague it, and to ſet it together by the Ears. 

Several there are, who take a particular Delight in 
Cenſure, and will ſwear every Woman they ſee a little 
decenter than common, is (as they call it) no better 
than ſhe ſhould be, and will affirm the ſame to the 


next Stander-by, as punctually, as tho” they had been 


the Bawd in ordinary, for Seven Years paſt, when, in 
reality, they never beheld them before: If you enter 
their Houſes, they are immediately rob'd, if you uſe 
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them kindly, you have ſome Deſign 
ſhort, the whole World, beſides themſelves, are no 


apainſt them, in 


more than W, Rogues, and Thieves. How 
ill do they obey that Command in Holy Writ, which 
bids em not to judge; would they, as that directs 
'em, judge only themſelves, they'd find but little-Rea- 
ſon to ſpend their Breath in cenſuring of others. It is 
not every Man that drinks with a * that is one, 
Rogues may ſometimes be found in the Churches, ſoon- 
er than the Jails, and Virtue will as readily protect her 
Votary in a Stew, as in a Convent; we ought not to 
be uncharitable in our Opinions, leaſt the ſame we 
give ſhould be return'd to us again. How will theſe 
Cenſurers condemn, and preſcribe Puniſhments, before 
they ſo much as know the Nature of the Offence; 
What pity it is, that Perſons who perhaps are inno- 
cent, ſhould have their Names ſullied, and their Live- 
lihoods debar'd them, on the meer Surmiſes of theſe 
cruel Monſters ; the ſevereſt of Judges will examine 
the Caſe before they caſt their Verdict, but they diſ- 
claim Juſtice, and upon the leaſt Appearance of a 
Crime, they deſerve Hell-fire, ſays one, they will go 
to the Devil, ſays another ; Were the 'Almighty Judge 
to ſay to every trifling Offence, you (ball be puniſh'd 
with Hell- fire, we muſt all inevitably periſh ; yet they 
pretend to dire& that Power, and teach him Rules, 
whereby to correct and puniſh his Creatures. This is 
Wickedneſs to the laſt Degree, and Þthink, a Crime 
almoſt too great for Pardon. | 
There are a vaſt Number of Ladies,. who are very 
particular for admiring every Thing that is new, and 
change their Acquaintance as often as they do their 
Apparel, which are both alike deſpis'd when they have 


ſerv'd too long. Theſe Ladies, as they are always 


prodigiouſly delighted with a new Faſhion, ſb they are 
with a new Face, and will. barter the trueſt Friendſhip 
that Time can produce, for an Hour's Converſation 
with any Trifler: What Proteſtations of Friendſhip 
will they make, what Tenderneſs expreſs, both by 
their Words and Behaviours ; you would {wear them 


ta be one Compound of Goodneſs, never to be diſ- 
| ſolv'd,, 
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ſolv'd, when Deceit alone is their Province, and like 
the various Wind, no ſooner ſeem fix'd to one Point, 
but they forſake it for another. They are pretty much 

the ſame in their Amours as in their Friendſhips, and 
no Man who converſes with them, but fancies himſelf 
ſole Maſter of their Paſſions ; inſinuating Falſhood I I 
have known ſeveral different Lovers careſs'd by the 
ſame Lady, and each entirely happy in believing his 
Miſtreſs the only Pattern of Conſtancy in the Age. 
Nay, 'twere endangering a Life, ſo much as to ſuſpe& 
her. Tis amazing, that People who have Knowledge, 
ſhould be ſo blinded, tho' I muſt confeſs, Art is here 
in Perfection, and rarely to be diſtinguiſh'd from Na- 
ture. However, they who truſt to the Sincerity of 
theſe Deceivers, will find their Hopes built on a Foun- 
dation that will quickly fall, and the Fall be as ſudden 
as the Riſe, for you ſeldom are capable of perceiving 
their Intentions; To-day you fhall be the neareſt to 
their Heart and Perſon, and To-morrow baniſh'd from 
both, nor can the higheſt Degree of Merit procure 
you a Day added to the Date of their Affections: 
Change is to them become ſo habitual, that twere as 
great a Pain to them to continue a long Friendſhip, as 
a juſt Perſon feels to break one. They have long ſince 
learn'd that Proteſtations are made of Wind, and can 
fly like that, as far as is from Truth the Tongues that 
make them, that broken Vows and Falſhoods are as 
faſhionable as their laſt Suit of Pinners, and ſhe that 
can beſt conceal her Art, and make it look like Nature, 
is the moſt accompliſh'd Gentlewoman. I have heard 
em ſay, there was a ſecret Pleaſure in Deceiving, and 
they were charm'd to think that the World fancied it 
knew 'em, when it did not. And yet, I think, a pe- 
netrating Judgment, after a little Experience, may 
find em out; that which is ſo ſuddenly patch'd toge- 
ther, can never keep long whole, thoſe who are ſo 
immediately charm'd with every new. Face, cannot be 
imagin'd to hold true to all, and each ſucceeding Fa- 
vourite muſt conſequently baniſh the Idea of the for- 
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Some, again, have an excellent Talent of Bragging; ſca. 
and, if you wou'd believe themſelves, there is nothing and 
that is either Good, or Great, but they have ſome of 
Claim to; theſe too, are moſt admirable Liars, and had 
will affect Grandeur, and talk of Equipage and Titles E 
with as indolent an Air, as if the Globe were under 
their Command, when their whole Dominions, per- but 
haps, lies within the Confines of one Garret: If they ver 
have a Viſitor, it is my Lady Somebody, a Lover, it i; I ſens 
my Lord of Something; their Families, and Relations, | Co! 
are always noble, when moſt likely to be thz-Narſlingy pay 
of ſome Stall; for noble Blood never boaſts its Foun- are 
tain, and may be eaſily diſtingutſh'd from the Vulgar, hav 
without proclaiming its own Merit; their very Action the 
ſhews- it; Twere as hard to diſguiſe a Monarch in ref 
Rags, as to make a Beggar act a King. Will my ſay. Lac 
ing that my Bed's made of Down, make me ſteep in ¶ nec 
Peace? Or affirming that the Duke of this, or Prince qui 
of that, dines with me on ſuch and ſuch Rarities, ſhew had 
I'm the better Gentlewoman * No; rather let me own bel. 
that I lodge on a Pallat, with a Conſcience free from 25 
that unneceſſary Sin of Lying; that my Food was Gr. 
wholeſome, my Company honeſt; and let my Behavi- it n 
our prove, whether, or not, I deſerve in Reality, what I tbe! 
the others have but-feign'd. The People who converſe and 
wich thoſe Braggers, are very happy; for they gain I 
Titles, and become great Folks, as ſoon as ever they ere 
enter the Liſt of their Followers. One of theſe great C 
Ladies, dreſ?'d in, really, a very rich Suit of Cloaths, wit] 
viſited a Gentlewoman one Day where I was, but could it 
not, poſſibly, ſtay long enough to drink Tea, by Rea - obt 
ſon ſhe was oblig'd to return home, to give Orders to 
her Servants, to clean the Plate, duſt the Piers; and do tbir 
a few odd Trifles in the Chambers; for ſhe expected the: 
my Lord and Lady, Lord knows who, to ſup there. 8" 
(Now you muſt know they often conceal the Place of Ser 
their Abode, for ſome great State-Reaſon, or other.) 
A curious Stander- by, ſulpecting the Truth of the Re- h. 
lation, follow'd her, unperceiv'd to her Lodging, and of 
alſo to her Apartment; which happen'd to be a Gar- 
ret belonging to a poor Chandler's Shop, in a very Nu 
ſcandalous 
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81 ſcandalous Street. The Lady's Pier was three · corner'd, 
and ſtood on the Lid of an old Powder-box, the reſt 
— of the Furniture ſuitable, and her Servant, (for ſhe 
ac had no other) a poor, forlorn Cat. She was much ſur- 
er riz'd at ſeeing the Gentleman, and would have per- 
Faaded him that ſhe call'd there on her Waſherwoman; 
ir. but an officious old Woman running in haſtily, to deli- 
ey ver a Meſſage ſhe had taken in, in her Ladyſhip's Ab- 
i ſence, ſpoilt the Scheme. You may readily gueſs her 
ns, Confuſion; for ſhe could never ſtand the Shock of 
98 paying another Viſit at the ſame Place. So, when they 
in. are found out, they pretend ſome'Diſlike to the Be- 
ar, baviour of one or t'other, and (as they term it) drop 
on the Acquaintance, I don't intimate this by Way of 
in reſlecting on Poverty, nor had I any Objection to the 
ay. Lady, or her Garret; twas her ſtupid Pride, and un- 
in neceſſary Lies, which diſturb'd me, for No- body en- 
— quir'd after her Plate, her Piers, or who, or what ſhe: 
ew I had at Foggy nor had the been found out, had ſhe. 
wn held her Tongue. Some perhaps, may imagine, that 
om as the World is ſway'd by Intereſt, this pretended. 
was Grandeur may gain em Eſteem and Credit; indeed, ſo 
vi. it may, from Fools, and Self- intereſted Wretches, but 
hat there they'll meet with nothing but a few fair Looks 
erſe and Speeches, till they have no more Money to give 
rain or lend, and, as for Perſons of Senſe, Truth, and Ge- 
bey neroſity, they'll never deſpiſe you for being poor.” Tis , 
reat a Crime, in my Opinion, to endeavour to gain Credit 
ths, with a Fool, I have been, and am, forc'd to converſe. 
uld with many, but ſo happy withal, as not to be able to 
dea. obtain either their good Will, or good Word; nay, on 
to the contrary, they have repreſented me to be every 
1'do thing which Malice could invent, nor do I ever deſire 
ged they ſhould do otherwiſe, ſince I am certain, what is 
ere, agreeable to them, muſt be inconſiſtent with Good 
e of I Senſe, Good Nature, Juſtice, and Good Manners. 
ner.) Beſides this bragging Pride, there is another Sort, 
Re. which chiefly conſiſts of Self Love, and thoſe poſſeſs'd. 
* of this, are never pleas'd, but when their own Beauty 
3ar- and Dreſs is the general Subject. They always have 4 
very Number of expiring Lovers at a time, and they never 
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fiir abroad but they bring home Hearts; if you know - 


not to be laviſh in falſe Praiſes and Flattery, you have 
no Share in their Favour, but if you can ſeriouſly pro. 
teſt em a Venus, tho' as deteſtable as Meduſa, yarn 
ain free Acceſs to all within their Power : It is im 
le for Man to ſmile on 'em without being a Slave, 
and they fancy all who behold 'em, oblig'd to be as 
greatly enamour'd with their Charms, as they are them- 
elves ; they think nothing ſo entertaining, as the re- 
Cital of their filly Amours, and are ſo vain as to ima- 
e, that Nature for them alone reſerv'd her pureſt 
Hold, and Heaven, when that was form'd, ſent all its 


Aid to make the Mind as perfect as the Body. What 


an odd Tribe of Deformities have believ'd all this, one 
in particular, who had nothing above her Fellows but 
Vanity, going on ſome Occaſion to a Houſe in the 
City, was handed out of her Coach by a complaiſant 
young Spark, who accidentally ſtood at the Door, ſome 
few Months after, the ſame poor Gallant, having had 
| very great Loſs, (and 1 diſtemper'd before) 
run mad: The Lady no ſooner heard of the Gentle. 
man's Misfortune, but ſhe immediately concluded, that 
his Heart and Senſes were both loſt together, in that fa- 
tal Moment, when his cruel Deſtiny plac'd him at that 
Door, where he ſo unhappily beheld her Beauty; and 
has frequently fince, in publick Companies, moſt ri- 
diculouſly boaſted of the Conqueſt. I know not how 
to define this Sort of Folly, and I have often thought 
the Woman madder than her imagin'd Lover. Twere 
a perfect Comedy to ſee ſome of theſe Mortals walk 
the Streets, with a Parcel of credulous Block heads 
arding em from the Aſſaults of ſome empty Coach, 

which, by their Relation, is plac'd at the Corner of 
the Street, to convey them by Force to the Arms of a 
mighty Lord, or Duke. They never enter an Aſſem- 
bly, but they over-hear private Conſultations concern- 
ing the Means to bear away the Prize : This they in- 
ſtantly communicate to ſome officious Fop, who direct- 
ly orders the Guard to be doubled, walks foremoſt with 
Sword in Hand, and eſteems itſelf the greateſt Hero in 
being, in * conducted them ſafe within their on 
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Walls; when at the ſame time, they ſuppos'd Conſpi- 
Nl rators had thought the Lady full dearly purchas'd at 
the Expence of a Beef-· Stake and a Pint of Wine. You 
of cannot offer thoſe Motals a greater Injury, than to con- 
: tradict 'em in any of their Faults ; they believe them 


Ws. ſelves incapable of being in an Error, and if you pre- 
ig tend to correct their Conduct, they entirely diſapprove 
1 of your Underſtanding, for not having Judgment e- 
** nough to know that theirs is perfect; they deem you 
= guilty of a Crime for not approving theirs; and will 


upbraid you with IIl- nature, or Inſincerity, becauſe you 
1 can't be entertain'd with their Impertinence. They 
will aim at Politeneſs, and talk in a high Stile, yet 


4: tranſlate the Language after ſuch a Manner, that I de- 
® fy even themſelves to gueſs the Meaning. If you gent- 
— ly inſtruct, and ſhew how they have been . 
* your friendſhip would be reſented as a mighty Affront, 
14 and diſoblige ſo highly, that you are ever after look d 
upon as the greateſt Enemy; they will perſiſt in their 
0) Folly, and make more frequent Repetitions of their 
= Speeches, leaſt you ſhould imagine they have Senſe e · 
* nough to follow your Advice. This is an obſtinate 
hs Folly, I don't blame them for being deficient in Learn- 
* ing, but I blame them for not being deſirous of im- 
_ proving the little they have: I think that Perſon, Who 
a would tell me of a Fault, and ſhew me a juſt Reaſon 


h why it was one, would by me be eſteem'd dearer than 
git my Life and che only Perſon I ſhould wiſh to live and 


2 die with; but then it ſhould not be an ill natur 'd, ſcof- 
? fing, or publick Manner, but -mildly, in Friendſhip, , 
ads and alone, as I have done- myſelf by ſeveral, .and mer 
* with the ſame Thanks I have before mentioned. Some 


of thoſe Wretches, who happen to have a little Wealth, 


f a are ſo monſtrous imperious, and inſolent, that every 
_ Thing, which is not Fortune's Favourite, is deſpis'd d 
pet and ſcorn'd, the very Ground they cread on 1s thought : 
wm unworthy to hold ſo great a Treaſure ; they are above 
ec. Devotion, and frequent the public Worſhip only to 
ith ſhew their Dreſs and haughty Mein; alb they have- 
2 Command over, are us'd like Slaves, nor have they one 

, 


good Quality to recommend them; and I know:no» 
F. Deſcription 
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Deſeription juſt enough for ſuch Women, except that 
which Milton gives of Satan in his firſt rebellious State. 
Would not any Body ſuppoſe, that Pride had turn'd a 
Woman's Brain, to know her ſet out on the moſt ur- 
gent Expedition, yet ſee her ſtand up ata Door a Quar- 
ter of an Hour together, leaſt ſhe ſhould give an Op- 
portunity to ſome of the paſſing Croud, of taking the 
Wall of her. 2 

There is one Sort of a reigning Folly, which very 
much diſturbs me, by reaſon I can find no manner of 
End whatſoever that it anſwers, nor does it ever ſerve 
for any other Uſe, than to torment and plague thoſe 


who are poſleſs'd of it, and theſe are your Gentlewo- | 


men who are always hunting after Fortune-tellers. What 
a deal of precious time do they waſte, in poking their 
Noſes into every Tea or Coffee Cup they meet with; 
what a World of direful Omens are frequently diſturb. 
ing their Quiet, as tho” all the Inhabitants of the other 
World were employ'd in ſetting things acroſs, breaking 
Glaſſes, ſpilling Salt, making Fires burn dull, tumbling 
down Chairs, and many other miſchievous Exerciles to 
bode People Ill. Sure they muſt have a very ſtrange 
Notion of the Supreme Power, to fancy he ſends his 
Servants on fuch frivelous Errands ; for if theſe things 
are done to ſhew that ill Fortune is to follow, it muſt 
be by ſome unſeen Power, ſince Stools, Tables, Chairs, 
&c. were never thought wiſe enough of their own Ac: 
cord, to Divine. I have ſeen a Woman fit from Morn- 
ing till Night over a Pack of Cards, enquiring of 
them her Fate; when a good Card (as ſhe call'd it) ap- 
pear'd, what Raptures has ſhe been in, Joy has ſhew'd 
itſelf in her Viſage, ſhe has kiſs'd the Card a thouſand 
times over, and been as poſitively ſure of an Eſtate as 
tho' ſhe had it in her Pocket: When, upon the next 
ſhuffling of the Cards, quite the contrary have been 
repreſented to her View, here it were amazing to he- 
hold her Change or Temper, the Bloom has left her 
Cheeks, her'Lips turn'd pale, every thing near her has 


diſpleas'd, and ſhe but ſeem'd one Lump of black Deſ- 


pair. Thus has ſhe tormented herſelf the live-long Day, 


from' Joy to Deſpair, and from Deſpair to Joy again; 
| NOR 
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nor has ſhe had Power to ſpare a Moment for her other 


Affairs. One would think that the Devil had infented 
this, to plag 1 5 thoſe whom he had no other Power over; 
ſure Reaſon flies from ſuch People, or they might ſoon 
diſcover their Error, yet, if you talk to them, they'll 
all tell you, They can aſſure you, they put no manner 

of Belief in ſuch Things, they only do it to divert 
Time away; if ſo, methinks, twere pity they were 

bleſs'd with Time, ſince they can make no better Uſe 

of it, than to divert it away ſo idly. Tho' I know this 

to be falſe, for they can't diſguiſe the Faith they put in 

this filly Evil. Beſides, I ſhould think, what proves a 

Mortification cou'd not be diverting, for they cannot 

always meet good Fortune, bad muſt ſometimes come 
in its turn. I knew a young Gentleman, that did not 
want for Underſtanding in other Reſpe&s, who, upon 
a Woman's telling him in a Tea Cup, that he ſhould 
die in. Three Weeks time, forſook his Companions, 
grew pale, and waſted away, to ſuch an admirable 
Degree, that I believe, had ſhe ſet a longer Date than 
Three Weeks, he had really died within' the Time 

with meer Conceit. You ſhall often hear em ſay, that 
they are going to a Fortune- teller, whom they believe 

deals with the Devil, for he knows but every thing. 
What Monſters muſt they be for going thither, if they 
think ſo ? This were as much as to ſay, they would e'en 
go to Hell, rather than not ſatisfy their Curioſity. No, 
it is ef in that Spirit's Power, or the Fortune. tel- 
ler's, to know what Chance only may produce, how- 
ever, their good Will to fin is never the leſs. Some ſay 
they are inſpir'd by a Divine Power with Knowledge; 
this is worlt of all, that they ſhould have the Impu- 
dence to cloak their Cheats under fuch a blaſphemous- 
Pretence, when 'tis ſaid, that the very Angels in Hea- 
ven does not know the Will of their Lord; yet theſe: 
pretty Creatures muſt be ſo highly honour'd, To what 
End ? What Good can it produce to human Kind, that. 
this Pains ſhould. be taken by the Author of Goodneſs, 
to torment the Minds of the People ? telling 'em what: 
Evil is to befall em, can't make em avoid it, for if it 
is abend determin d, it muſt be irrevocable z- and in» 
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forming them of good Fortune can be no Benefit, but 
rather leſſens it; for if a Bleſſing comes unawares to us, 
it is acceptable, but by long Expectation we grow ſo 
Inpatient, that when it comes tis pall'd and without 
Reliſh ;. this ſhews that Goodneſs can never be the Au- 
thor of this Folly, for Evil only attends it, and I would 
adviſe every Perſon to avoid ſuch filly Converſation as 
would introduce it, for it is neither agreeable to the 
Mind (if rightly conſider'd) profitable, or ſerviceable. 
I caw't ſay I ſo much blame the Profeſſors of this Fol- 
ly, becauſe, perhaps they know no other Way of liv- 
ing, orat leaſt, no eafier, than by making a Hand, and 
afterwards a Jeſt of ſuch credulous Idiots : However, 
if none frequented them, there could be none ſuch. I 
have often obſerv'd (as I have walk'd the Streets) the 
Creatures employ'd in diſtributing the Bills, which tell 
you where to find theſe Fortune-telling Gentry, and I. 
never in my Life ſaw any of them deliver'd to a Man; 
but when they meet with a young Wench, who looks 
a little filly, and as if ſhe had a Shilling to throw away, 
they immediately pop her one. This is plain, that tis 
a Cheat, and what Men, or indeed Women of Senſe, 
may eaſily fee into; then why ſhould we be ſo mean- 
ſpirited as to encourage thoſe who take us for eaſy Fools, 
and by our own Weakneſs impoſes upon us ; we ought 
rather to reſent it, and ſhew 'em, that a Woman, if 
ſhe knew herſelf as ſhe ſhould do, could prove, that 
her Underſtanding was not inferior to a Man's. 

A wiſe Philoſopher bids us ſhun thoſe who are always 
whining, and complaining ; for, ſays he, there may be 
Truth and Sincerity there, but no Peace ; and, indeed, 
this is certain, for Deſpair baniſhes Peace from their 
Dwellings, reigns uncontroul'd herſelf, and is the un- 
happy Subject in all their Diſcourſes ; what a prodigi- 
ous uneaſy Mind muſt that Perſon have, who 1s never 
ſarisfied? Would not any one think me a ſtupid Block- 
head, if I refuſed a Benefit To-day, becauſe I am not 
ſure of the ſame again To-morrow ? yet this I have 
known done. Will my dreading the Conſequences of 
a a diſtant Evil, make it a bit the lighter when it comes? 
No, rather worſe, for Grief makes us incapable of go- 
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ing thro' our Misfortunes, and 'tis common, for what 
we put ourſelves into ſo great a Fright about, never to 
happen at all: Then is it not better to truſt to Provi- 
dence, for fickle Fortune will deſpoſe of us as ſhe 
thinks proper, tho' we ſhould grumble and growl for 
ever. F never knew any of theſe unſatisfied People,who 


were not neceſſitous, nay, were they to have Millions, 


would be poor amidſt it all, for they'd always be in 
Trouble, tho' the Reaſon were as trifling as the Death 
of a Bird, the Sickneſs of a Cat, the Loſs of a Dog, 
or ſome ſuch like Aggrievance; if a Friend is a Mo- 
ment longer than ordinary out of their Sight, tis con- 
cluded they are either drowned, murdered, or diſpoſed 
of in ſome very terrible Manner; fince this Thought 
is ſo diſpleaſing, can't they as well imagine, they have 
met ſome good Companion to induce their Stay, found 
a Bag of Money, or any thing which ſeems agreeable 
to their Imaginations- This Uneaſineſs of Temper is 
frequently ſeen in the Commonalty, who are People 
never long contented with any Thing; if they have a 
Sovereign, tho' the beſt of Men, tis not in his Power 


to deal Content in any other Manner, than that of quit- 


ting the World to make Room for another. I think 
the Conduct of our Government at preſent, to be en- 
tirely Good, Juſt, Brave, and without Blemiſh, and 
yet there is not one in ten that wo'dn't knock all on 
the Head, who ſhould ſay ſo ; and were it to be chang'd 
To-morrow would do ftill the fame, for, not two in a 
thouſand of theſe Murmurers are of one Opinion, and 
what would pleaſe the one, would but diſtract the other: 
A Sovereign ſhould be lov'd, fear'd, honour'd, and 
wiſh'd to have long Life, for he is our Guardian, our. 
Repreſentative of that heavenly Power who rules us 


all: His peaceful Hours are eternally diſturb'd for our 


Safety, and he but ſuffers Life, whilſt we enjoy it: 
Yet this is not ſufficient ; but it is like ungrateful Man. 
"Twere all the ſame to me, be King, Queen, or none, 
for my poor Affairs har little to do with the State, yet, 
when by Chance I fee m, methinks I feel a ſecret 
Pleaſure mix'd with Awe, as tho' I were compell'd by 

| | | Heaven 
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Heaven to love and reverence that Truſt it hath repos'd 
in Monarchy, Rs | | 


The meaner Part of the World, are alſo very fond 


of Cruelty, a thing diſpleaſing to Heaven, and diſco- 
vers a baſe. ignoble Mind. Cowardice, Murder, Ra- 
pine, Theft, and, in ſhort, every Sort of Villany is 
compris'd in the cruel Man ; nor is he fit to be truſted 
on any Account, for Miſchief is his Province, and is as 
delightful to him, as doing Good is to the tender- 
hearted, It is impoſſible for a Perſon who is cruel to 
have any good Quality, for as moſt of us has ſome pe- 
culiar Failing, ſo Deſtruction is the Pleaſure, Paſtime, 
and chief Exerciſes of theſe Monſters; if you want a 
Friend, never chuſe a cruel one, for he that would de- 


prive an Animal of Life, without Neceſſity, or Pro- 


vocation, would cut your 'Throat on offering the leaſt 
Affront, could he do it ſafely. The Powers above ne- 
ver form'd any thing in vain ; and every Inſect was 
created for ſome Good to Man, tho, the Weakneſs of 
our Judgment cannot comprehend it, therefore ſhall we 
dare oppoſe the mighty Will? and take away what we 
cannot reſtore, and given by his great Hand. I men- 
tion not this to encourage Faintneſs of Heart, for had 
I my Wiil, I'd be as bold as Alexander, merciful as 
Heaven! and conquer the World, only to aſſure it of 
Happineſs. I can't but ſay, too many of my own 
Sex are ridiculous in their Fondneſs of Animals, this I 
diſapprove of, and deteſt; I would do my Duty, and 
no further, if nauſeous, or troubleſome, let it be put 
out of the World in a manner the leaſt cruel ; for 'twere 
Folly to let one's Peace be diſturb'd by an Animal, Hea- 
ven requires not that, but to ſay the Truth, we are 
often on Extreams, either to make Idols of Nonſenſe, 
or cruel Monſters of ourſelves. 

I have read one of our moſt approv'd Authors, and 
for ought I know, one of the beſt, tho' I muſt pre- 
ſume to object againſt what he ſays, in mentioning 
Women, where he tells em of being Subjects to Fear, 
which he ſays, ſhews Cowardice, Cowardice Cruelty, 
and a Mind prone to Murder, and all manner of Vice: 


This I make bold to deny, for the Sort of Fear he 
ſpeaks. 
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ſpeaks of, comes by Inſtinct, nor can we often quell it, 
elſe why does the Hero, whoſe Soul is bent on Con- 
queſt, nor fears the greateſt Aſſault of the Enemy, 
ſometimes tremble at a Dream, -a Noiſe, or Shadow. 
The very Beaſts, who underſtand not Murder, or to 
be cruel, can be frighten'd, otherwiſe, the Warrior's 
Steed, that braves the Cannon's Mouth undauntedly, 
would never fly at Night from a Buſh. "Tis my Opi- 
nion, the Author wrote that Speech before he confi- 
der'd the Nature, or Formation of the Mind ; to be 
ſure there is a Difference between the Thoughts of the 
Juſt and Unjuſt, for the one is continually tormented, 
yet the other, whilſt in this Life, has ſometimes its lit- 
tle Fears, Startings, and other Immotions incident to 
Nature. - The Reader may here think I have a little 
too much of the Woman in me, and countenance Fear, 
however, I believe I am as little infected with that 
Weakneſs as any; when it would be predominant, 
Reaſon baniſhes as much of it, as Nature will permit, 
and I confeſs, it can grow by being indulg'd. The 
Practice of Cruelty is not half ſo prevalent amongſt the 
Female as the Male, yet, when the former is poſſeſs'd 
of it, they much out- do the latter; we ſee rarely In- 
ſtances of this as ſometimes Diſappointments in Love, 
Slights, or ill Uſage, forces em to commit the worſt 
of Outrages, but this is ſeldom: So I will treat no 
more on this, Subject, only wiſh all of either Sex, ſo 
to command their Minds according to Reaſon, that this 
Evil may not reign predominate, and render them 
more contemptible than the Savages, who only act ac- 
cording to their Nature, and Deſign. I know no bet- 
ter Rule, than that which orders us to do to all as we 
wou'd be done by; methinks, were they to follow that 
ſome of the World, and not the meanner Part only, 
would find more commendable Employments, than that; 
of diſſecting Animals, forcing Creatures to murder 
each other, and many ſuch unmanly Exercifes; and 1 
ſincerely believe, thoſe who employ their Time thus, 
would fly as far as is the Center from the Pole, to ſhun 
an Enemy, whom they were aſſur'd wou'd fight in 
Earneſt, | | 7 
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Revenge, is 1 rn Thing I cannot omit mention: 


ing, by reaſon, I have been accus'd with being an en- 
tire Votary to that Vice, tho' I proteſt, in one reſpect, 
they do me wrong; for, in my Opinion, Revenge car- 
ried beyond its juſt Bounds, is the worſt of Cruelty : I 


own, when any Perſon endeavours my Ruin, I will, 
in ſome Meaſure, purſue theirs, leſt mine ſnhould be 


compleated ; Self-preſervation requires it, as a Magi- 


ſtrate ſtrives to curb Vice leſt it ſhould reign: Were 
we not to exert ourſelves ſometimes in this Caſe, we 
ſhould never be freed from Injuries, the villainous Part: 
of the World would conclude us to be eaſy Fools, and 
make us the Tools whereby to gratify their Principles 


of Ruin and Deſtruction. If any one does me a good 


Turn, Fll return it, if in my Power, threefold; if a. 
bad one, [I'll be as even as poſſible, for I'll do no more 
Miſchief than what will keep my Enemies in Awe, 


and juſtify my ſelf ; and this I think my Duty. Nor 
can I hold with thoſe artful Hypocrites, who aſſure us, 


we muſt love and do Good to our Enemies, this I 


think, is inconſiſtent with Reaſon, for Gratitude com- 
mands us, to value, love, and if we can, to ſerve our 


Friends; were we to ſhew the ſame Eſteem for Foes, . 


"twere pity we ſhou'd know the Difference. At this 
Rate, we ſhould be left open to all manner of Impoſi- 


tions, and the whole World would be always plaguing. 


one another ; for where no Fear dwelt, the wicked 
Man would indulge his Inclinations, and we ſhould 
but encourage all manner of Vice. I have been pret- 
ty obſtinate in purſuing Revenge, when I have been 
perſecuted even to the laſt Degree, yet I have never 
let it exceed the Provocation, and even then, have felt a 


greater Pain to injure, than in being injur'd, yet I con- 


ſulted this, that were I not to do it, I might, perhaps, 
be depriv'd of every thing but Ruin. 'There has 
been ſome, and of the Female-too, who upon the bare 
Surmiſe: of an Injury done 'em, have been ſo raſh 


as to vow eternal Ruin, on all Events; nor have 


they deſiſted, until they have accompliſh'd their De- 


ſign, and for a trifling Wrong, have follow'd their 


Revenge, by diſperſing and undoing thoſe Fami- 


lies 
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les who have been their Benefactors, and deem'd 
moſt good and happy. This is the Inſtigation of Hell, 
the other moral Juſtice; nay, for a ſeeming Slight, 
tho' peradventure not meant, have they purſued their 
Cruelty, *till ended in Death they have beheld with 
Triumph» the unfortunate bleeding Victim. Good 
Heaven! What Inhumanity is this ! may my Princi- 
ple never be infected with theſe Crimes, but ſtill con- 
fine itſelf to the equal Bounds of Juſtice. © | 
The next, and laſt Subject I ſhall employ my Pen 
upon, is Friendſhip : This, by being only, pretended 
to, and abus'd, is made a Vice, but, in reality, is the 
chiefeſt of Virtues; and the Perſon who would attain 


to the true Knowledge of this Bleſſing, muſt firſt be di- 


veſted of all the Follies I have already deſerib'd, other- 
wiſe they cannot be qualified for an entire true Friend- 
ſhip ; they are maſculine, deceitful, and vile Follies ;- 
Friendſhip- is compos'd of Sincerity, Softneſs, gentle: 
Goodneſs, and all that ſweetens the Soul of the heaven- 
ly-diſpos'd Mortal; it delights in Virtue, and will be 
Juſt, becauſe it admires Truth and Juſtice, If my moſt. 
avow'd Enemy confides in me on any Account, I'll 
forfeit my Life e're I'll betray them: If I cannot con- 
form myſelf to be over-and-above officious in ſerving} - 
them, their repoſing Truſt in me, ſhall never give me 
an Opportunity of wronging, expoſing, or applying ſo: 
mean a Revenge as Upbraiding ; yet not ſo much for 
their Sakes neither, as the Pleaſure I take in acquit- 
ting my ſelf with Honour to all the World. 'Then- 
how much greater muſt my Delight” be in obliging,: 
and being faithful to thoſe I love and value ? I would. 
ſtick at nothing, that might be juſtly done, even to the 
Forfeiture of my own Peace and Repoſe, to gain ei- 
ther for my Friend: Were L to inſert the many In- 
ſtances I have given of this, I ſhould but too greatly: 
ſhew my. Weakneſs in proclaiming my own Praiſe, and 
too juſtly expoſe the Ingratitudes of my pretended: 
Friends, I ſhall, therefore, only wiſh em to follow: 
my Rule, and conſult Reaſon on all Occaſions, which. 
would quickly ſhew em how numerous are the Bleſ-- 
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mg: of Friendftip, and how much real I. ,pineſs is. 


loſt, by ungratefully and unjuſtly abuſing the Sincetity: 


of a faithful Companion: nevertheleſs, it ſhall. ſtill he 
my Glory, as far as poſſible I can, to continue and: 
ſupport this Principle, even to Strangers: I'll behave- 
obliging to all, be deſirous of ſerving: em, and pro- 
curing their Eſteem, tho*' I may ſuppoſe never to be- 


hold em more; for Liſe is precarious, and ſhould T 


deem myſelf in no Want of a Friend 'To-day, a few: 
Days, or Weeks more, may convey me to ſome di- 


Kant Shore, or County, where this very Stranger may 


happen, thro' Gratitude, to ſecure me from the utmoſt 
Degree of Miſery and Misfortune; I have even known 
this,” for there are ſome who have Honeſty enough 
to be grateful, or the World would undoubtedly be 
in a miſerable State: Were I to enumerate on the 
Ideas I have of theſe Paſſions of Friendſhip and Grati- 


tude, my Theme would exceed the Bounds of my Pen, 


and prove but tireſome, tedious, and diſpleaſing, to 
thoſe Readers who perhaps may be Strangers to the 
Nicety thereof. | ur. | | 
Now I have finiſh'd my trifling Obſervations, per- 
haps'the Female Reader wou'd aſk, what was to be 
done, to prove herſelf this perfect Thing I aim at, 
and how ſhe may obtain the true Senſe of Friendſhip 
and Sincerity. To refolve this reaſonable Queſtion, 
Pl conclude with a ſhort Character of a once loy'd: 
reigning 'Favourite, who had Beauty, Wit, and a-thou- 
ſand pleaſing Virtues, to render her agreeable and 
amiable, even in the Eyes of Wiſdom. Had ſhe but 
had the few good Qualities, I think, ſhe wanted, the 
World might juſtly have excus'd the general Failings 
of the Sex, and own'd that Heaven had done enough 
for Woman, in making one ſo perfect. If there are 
any who have bright Z/amanda's Beauties, what they 
find deficient in her Character let 'em add to theirs, 
ſo ſhall they ſurely obtain, what I have often wiſt'd 
that Fair-one, unſhaken Happineſs in this Life, and 
an Immenſity of Joys hereafter. "Le 


Efamanda 


-rit, and the direct contrary, on the firſt ſhe beſtow'd. 


751 a 
Erase had Beauty withott Blemiſh, and Wit _ - 
without IIl- nature. „ 
She had. Senſe without Diſoretion, judgment with- | 
out Penetration, Wiſdom. without Reflection, and Art 
without Policy. She had Goodneſs without Thought, 
Management without Conduct, and Reſentment with- 
out Reſolution. 
She was an Enemy to-Scandal, yet was credulous. 
enough to believe it, when ſhe heard it from another; 
and to ſhew the juſt Difference ſhe made bggween Me- 


due Praiſe, and on the latter her Favours. 
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